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We used to live on Third Avenue. It was the house 

where Sadie was born: a nondescript, stucco, three-story 
place. We lived in the top apartment with Amanda, our 
roommate for that year. Our downstairs neighbors were 
great. One of them was a sweet, quiet guy named Mad 


Dog who was always reading Rilke. 


Across the alley was a ranch-style house with a Portuguese 
family living in it. It might have been because we were new to the 
city and didn’t know that many people, or maybe because Selena 
and I were waiting and then caring for a baby, or maybe because 
we didn’t havea ton of money, but for whatever reason we used 
to watch this family. There were maybe four or five little kids 
living there, with two little parents. For a long time I thought the 
parents were average-size and they just looked small from our 
high window, but one day Amanda saw the whole family at the 
bakery and it was true, They were shrimps. 

Once, I saw a young girl, maybe four years old, wander out 
onto the back porch, look around furtively, then start climbing, 
over the railing with an umbrella in her hand. I watched, 
interested, for maybe 15 seconds until it dawned on me that 
she was going to pull a Mary Poppins: she wanted to float gently 
to the ground with the umbrella as a parachute. I ripped open 
the window and hollered at her to stop. She hesitated, pointedly 
ignored me, and kept climbing. The pause, though, gave her 
mother enough time to scoot out of the kitchen and pull her 
back. As the girl was hauled away she glared back at me, 
disgusted with my treachery. 

The older man who lived in the house — the father, I presumed 
used to get up very early on Saturday mornings and tidy his 
yard. That spring I was often up at the same time, hanging out 
with Sadie. She was a couple of months old, and together we'd 
sit by the window and watch him work. One morning in May 
the man was up and energetically cleaning his porch. There was 
a cherry tree in his back yard, and fallen pink petals were 
covering his deck. 

There are many cherry blossom trees in our neighborhood, 
and when the petals get wet and fall, they sort of adhere to 
whatever they land on. They lie flat with a kind of suction action, 








making them as difficult to dislodge as wet pasta on the floor. 

I often see car owners desperately trying to brush them off their 
vehicles as they hustle to get to work, There were a lot of these 
blossoms stuck all over this guy's porch. 

For a good half-hour, the man swept and scrubbed, first with 
a push-broom, then with rags and buckets of steaming water. 
After a commendable effort but questionable results, he changed 
his tack and went inside. He came out with a mean-looking 
vacuum cleaner, a big Shop-Vac thing with a heavy-duty hose 
attachment that sounded like a jet taking off. 

The man got down to serious business, and for some time he 
vacuumed the hell out of that porch, beginning in a tight series 
of parallel lines, as if he was mowing a lawn. Then he turned 
sideways and started again, running the machine cross-wise for 
a second pass. He became visibly agitated, working faster and 
with a subdued violence to his strokes, kicking at the cord and 
pulling the machine after him, hard enough that itslid and 
skittered across the deck. 

And then it dawned on him where all these fucking little petals 
were coming from and he looked up, staring at the tree. After a 
pause through which I could almost see him thinking, he slowly 
lifted the hose of the Shop-Vac up to the tree. The man started 
low, working on the trunk, and then climbed up to kneel, 
teetering, on the railing, running the nozzle over each 
overhanging branch, from the base out to the tips. 

Iran to wake Selena and Amanda, rasping that they absolutely 
had to get up and see this. The alley dude is vacuuming his tree! 
They weren't thrilled, but they both did get up and we all stood 
at the window one early morning in May and watched a man 
vacuum every last petal off of a cherry blossom tree. 





Matt Hern 
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THE WELL TS ANSWER: GLOBALIZATION. 
Postmodernism. Communications Revolution. Economic 
Liberalism. The terms are tautological and evasive. To the 
anguished question of Where are we? the experts murmur: 
Nowhere. 

Might it not be better to see and declare that we are li 
through the most tyrannical - because the most pervasi 
that has ever existed? It’s not easy to grasp the nature of the 
tyranny, for its power structure (ranging from the 200 largest 
multinational corporations to the Pentagon) is interlocking yet 
diffuse, dictatorial yet anonymous, ubiquitous yet placeless. It 
tyrannizes from offshore, not only in terms of Fiscal Law but in 
terms of any political control beyond its own. Its aim is to 
delocalize the entire world. Its ideological strategy, beside which 
Bin Laden’s is a fairy tale, is to undermine the existent so that 
everything collapses into its special version of the virtual, from 
the realm of which - and this is the tyranny’s credo - there will be 
а never-ending source of profit. It sounds stupid. Tyrannies are 
stupid. This one is destroying at every level the life of the planet 
on which it operates. 

Ideology apart, its power is based on two threats. The first is 
intervention from the sky by the most heavily armed state in the 
world, One could call it Threat B-52. The second is ruthless 
indebtment, bankruptcy, and hence, given the present productive 
relations in the world, starvation. One could call it Threat Zero. 

John Berger 
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Тһе Lakota Sioux prophet Black Elk pondered the 
meaning of advanced society; he asked what it is 
advancing toward. Ruin in every sphere is the ever-clearer 
answer to his question. Almost daily we learn of some new 
growth industry that’s spiking. Lately, these include binge 
drinking, obesity, autism, infectious diseases and 
workplace violence, not to mention the accumulating and 
increasingly predictable assaults on the natural world. 


Small wonder, then, that academic journals, usually reluctant 
to discuss extremist ideas, are beginning to take primitivism 
seriously as as a social theory. That is, a questioning of 
civilization itself is emerging as a consequence of the enveloping 
crisis that so many of us feel we can no longer ignore. 

Even an examination of reason presses upon us. What we 
thought was an ordinary human activity turns out to be close to 
the core of the problem. And unless this problem is insoluble, so 
much that we have always taken for granted has to be critically 
examined. Solutions must be found and tested. 

Some of this isn’t new at all, but returns now with urgency — 
a return of the repressed, a return of that which won't go away. 
Consider, for example, the concept of “instrumental reason” as 
put forward by the Frankfurt Institute theorists Theodor Adorno 
and Max Horkheimer in their profound work, Dialectic of 
Enlightenment. They present reason not as a natural, eternal 
given, but as a human faculty deformed by the force of 
civilization, altered by the forcible suppression of Eros and 
instinctual freedom, so that work and culture could reign 
supreme. Following the thread, thinkers from Sigmund Freud to 
the anthropologist Marshall Sahlins point out that every increase 
in culture adds to the human workload. 

What has passed unnoticed as just plain “reason” or 
“rationality” is, at base, defined by repression and domination 
of nature. This is reason’s dynamic and its inner logic. It would 
be more appropriate to refer to our mental processes, suspended 
in culture, as “domesticated reason.” Civilization depends on 
this reason for its existence and continuation. 

Meanwhile, confidence in the future and joy in the present are 
among the casualties. Did they vanish as the collateral damage of 
our current trajectory? If not, then these grievous human losses 
must be seen as a universal accident, happening to everyone, 
everywhere. Globalization, anyone? 

Think of other givens that we need to pick apart. How about 
the growing faith that limitless technological innovation and a 
synthetic, completely mediated future are inevitable because, 
after all, human curiosity is irrepressible? And yet an expanding 
body of knowledge reveals that our species didn’t demonstrate 
such curiosity for a couple of million years; we lived with 








intelligence, but without organized violence, competitive 
accumulation, gender subjugation or work as a separate activity. 
(As examples, вес Sahlins’ Stone Age Economics, or the works 

of anthropologists Richard B. Lee and Colin Turnbull.)“Human 
nature" is another fallback non-argument that is trotted out 

to justify every abuse of power, privilege, greed and violence. 

It's just human nature. 

The journey’s getting bumpy and will become much more so. 
The last flight of the space shuttle Columbia offers a pertinent 
metaphor. The global system must come to earth, to reality, at 
some point in the not too distant future and it isn't going to 
make it. That which is inimical to all life cannot survive re-entry, 
the necessary re-connection to the earth, but that re-entry must 
occur of there's to be any chance for wholeness, healing, even 
survival. Civilization cannot act as its own rescue vehicle. In fact, 
it’s not about better technology; it's about Black Elk's question. 
What is the nature of this system, what are its priorities, and 
where is it taking us? 

We're all passengers on this flight of hubris though we 
range from enthusiastic terrorists to hijack victims just along 
for the ride. It's getting bumpier, on the personal, social and 
environmental levels. Hazardous qualitative declines are 
becoming dangerously erratic; nonlinear fluctuations warn 
of catastrophic shifts. 

Some see the problem as mainly attitudinal: how we think 
about the world. Environmental sociologist Ulrich Beck, for 
instance, calls for a radical break in relations of production of 
knowledge. Certainly a new and clearer understanding of what 
is known is required, but the notion of production itself is deeply 
problematic. Massified, standardized, impoverished, technified 
existence must be indicted and opposed. 

Nightmares of reason take root in and draw nourishment from 
the nature of this complex society and its addiction to an abused 
form of reason. Unless we can throw off the chains of civilization 
that imprison our human natures and alienate us from our 
earthly home, the crisis can only advance. In this, as in all of 
current culture, expect acceleration. 
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No one likes to be told they are in denial 
in a consumer society, but I got the point 
as I read Adbusters #46. In the end, I was 
literally cringing as I cautiously turned 
each page, fearful of what the next driving 
image was going to be. With relief, 
I closed the issue and got slammed with 
the Gulf War photo. OK = point taken — 
well done. 
SUE McGREGOR 
Halifax, Nova Scotia 


It was particularly alarming to see a 
picture of a young, nude, female model 
opposite the news photo of US Navy 
sailors spelling out the word “Freedom” 
on the deck of an aircraft carrier 
(Adbusters #46). Although I understand 
that you have to objectively target the 
messages of the mass media, I fail to 
understand why you must publish photos 
of nude women to prove your point. 
JEREMIAH NAHWEGAHBOW 
Callander, Ontario 








Take another look and ask yourself the 
question that you seem to have missed: 
what kind of “freedom” are those sailors 
fighting for? -Eds. 





Iwas dismayed to a see a photograph of 
the Union Square “fear boxes” displayed 
in the last issue of Adbusters as if it were 
aculture jam. 

Ofcourse the police would respond by 
shutting down the station, thus snarling 
transportation for millions of people; 
and of course they would call in the bomb 
squad, who would carefully “disarm” 
every box at an expense in both time and 
money that the city can ill afford. 
Jamming a billboard or storefront can be 
an effective way to open people’s eyes and 
ears to things they wouldn’t otherwise 


consider; but the “fear boxes” opened our 
eyes only to the ignorance of one student, 
who demonstrated in this act his complete 
lack of respect for the people of this city. 

More importantly, I believe the fear 
hoax grew out of a dangerous paradigm 
that is infecting Adbusters as well. This 
being the reduction of the people of New 
York (or elsewhere in the capitalistic 
countries) to symbols of their 
consumerism: if you wear Gap and drink 
Starbucks, you are culpable in the various 
consumerist calamities in the world; if 
you eat vegan and sew your own clothes, 
you are the counterculture that will save 
us from that consumerism. This 
reductionism is not only naive, but 
dehumanizing; when people become mere 
symbols of the culture they seem to be a 
part of, itis one small step to believing 
you have to eliminate the people in order 
to change the culture. Surely the notion 
that the workers in the World Trade 
Center were symbols of capitalism and 
not human beings with families was what 
allowed those hijackers to so viciously 
bring the towers down. 

We must constructa different 
paradigm, one which empowers the 
anti-consumerist movement without 
succumbing to the same vilifying impulses 
which have encouraged so many to 
literally and figuratively strap bombs to 
their backs. We must focus on informing, 
people, and abandon the guerrilla tactics 
which merely shock and scare. 

MANDY BROWN 
Brooklyn, New York 











I wanted to let you know that Adbusters 
has inspired a series of conversations 
in a small alternative worship community 
North West London, culminating in 
a fervor for action. We sit in a circle and 
pass around a glass of Coca-Cola, each 
sipping some as we read these words: 
“Is this the blood of Christ, or the 
blood of bottlers mysteriously 
disappeared in Coca-Cola’s Colombian 
plants in union battles? Or is it the blood 
of malnourished babies, after Zambian 
mothers are convinced by glossy 
advertising that Coca-Cola is the best 
thing to feed their children? Or perhaps 
the blood of malnourished teenagers in 
Rio, who became vitamin deficient after 
drinking too much Coke? 





“Maybe it symbolizes our blood, 
with our insides rotted away by the 13 
lumps of sugar in a 330 ml can, and an 
acidity strong enough to dissolve teeth 
and bones. “Coca-Cola, The Real Thing. 

We pass a glass of water around the 
group, cach taking 
some as we read 
these words: 

“Water is the real 
thirst quencher, source 
of life and well being. 
‘Lam the water of life, 
aman said, over 2000 
years ago, but was his 
water prepackaged, 
patented, privatized 
and paid for? This 
purity, this necessity 
for survival is out of 
ach of 200 million 
people. This number 
will double in the next 
20 years... 

“This water, th 
also has the taste of 
blood, yet this is 
perhaps, the real thing, 
reminding us thatwe 
need to commit to 
the substantial, the 
necessities of life in 
a struggle for the 
“real thing’ to 
become reality.” 

JAMES TRAFFORD 
London Bible College 
Northwood, UK 
































Last night I sobbed 
primordial sobs that 
fought to tear my heart out 
and I cursed those tobacco 
companies that took my mother away 
from me. She was а victim of this culture 
that slices our throats for the sake of 
profit, that poisons us not only physically 
with nicotine and hormones and oil slicks, 
but poisons us with words and images. 
MICHELLE WALSH 
San Francisco, California 











After giving smoke fumes free reign for 
cons, Japan has, during the past few years, 
outlawed cigarette advertising on TV, 
limited commercials in other forms of 
media and reduced visibility of tobacco 





products in youth-oriented areas. 
The lobby against cigarette smoking 
is gaining power - this week the World 
Health Organization came up with a 
stringent list of rules dealing with the 
marketing of cigarettes. 








A GENERATION AGO, THE ARC OF A BRIGHT SPECK ACROSS THE NIGHT SKY - A SATELLITE 
WAS SOMETHING TO MAKE YOU MARVEL. SPACE IS CLUTTERED WITH EARTHLY 

JUNK. THERE ARE MORE THAN 8,500 OBJECTS LARGER THAN 10 CM IN OUR ORBIT, AND 
150,000 LARGER THAN ONE CENTIMETER – A CELESTIAL CONFETTI OF PENS, PAINT CHIPS, 
GARBAGE BAGS AND HUMAN WASTE. 


In spite of the rising opposition, Philip 
Morris has swindled some success with its 
promotion of its Lark cigarettes. The 
tobacco giant boughta large chunk ofa 
secret beach on Amami Oshima, an idyllic 
tropical island near Okinawa. The huge 
multinational has built a village of 15 
twin-share cabins on the beach. A photo 
of the sun-drenched beach graces its 
promotional posters. Itis promising to 
send 120 couples there during the summer 
for a six-day, all-expenses-paid trip. 

CHRISTOPHE FORGET 
Hull, Quebec 

















I just read about the knobs designed to 
stop skateboarders from playing in publi 
spaces (Adbusters #45). My brother is a 
skater, and he told me about building 
that has large, curved rails in front that 
were popular with the local skaters. Тһе 
powers that be soon 
caught on and welded 
knobs to the rails. 

When the architect 
found out, he was 
outraged and 
immediately ordered 
the anti-skating devices 
removed, declaring 
that public architecture 
is meant to engage 
society and he was 
delighted that skaters 
were interacting with 
his building. 

STEVE CADDY 
Melbourne, Australia 











Every 





r my friends 
and I run a joke 
campaign for student 
union president. 
This year we decided to 
un Pepsi for president, 
because the student 
union and the 
university have 
contract making 
Coca-Cola the only 
available soft drink on 
campus. The idea is 
to poke fun at campus 
sponsorships. We have a 
poster with a picture of 
Britney Spears and 
Beyoncé Knowles with a 
big headline 
Empowering Women 











that says, “Pep: 
Since 1898!” 
We have been told that our joke 

campaign will have to be reviewed by 
lawyers and will more than likely be shut 
dow 
Cola sponsorship contract. The contract 
also has a clause that makes it unavailable 
for students to view. Now more than ever, 
we want to run this campaign. 

CHRIS HENDERSON 

University of Alberta 

Edmonton, Alberta 








because it conflicts with the Coca- 





I found a nice portrait of 
America in Chris Offutt's 
No Heroes: A Memoir of 
Coming Home 
“left the video store with 
several movies for the kids. 
The afternoon sun leaned into the 
hills across the parking lot, 
surrounded by chain stores that 
manacled the land. Across the 
vast sea of black tar stood Wal- 
Mart. People were excited when 
Wal-Mart 
prices killed local store 








rrived until the low 
Now 
there is nowhere else to shop. 

It cares as little for its customers 
as the old company store in my 
hometown did. The only 
difference is that scrip is legal in 
the form of a charge card. If 
Wal-Mart doesn't carry ап item, 
you 

People accept this with typical 
mountain resignation, putting a 
melancholy forward spin on it 
with a new slogan: Everything's 
at Wal-Mart, Technically, that's 
true, because if something isn’t 
the 











re compelled to do without. 








it does not exist.” 








1 ТООК THE OPPORTUNITY TO REPLICATE THE GRAPHS [FROM ADBUSTERS #46] ON A HIGH-TRAFFIC WHITEBOARD АТ 
WORK. IT WOULD BE USEFUL IF MORE PEOPLE USED THESE SPACES AS PSEUDO WASHROOM WALLS: THE DIALOGUE IS 


PUBLIC, ANONYMOUS AND OFTEN QUITE OPEN. -S. FORSYTH, VANCOUVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA 


GARTH W 
By email 


One of my wisdom teeth began to “go 
bad" three years ago. I made a decision 
and pulled it out by hand because I'm an 
“average American” who can’t afford 
good health care. As I leaned into the sink, 
watching the blood and spit running 
down my hands and into the sink in 
steady streams, I wondered: “Is there 
something wrong with America?” 
BUSTER DAIGLE 
Lafayette, Louisiana 














Lam 22 years old, working a part-time job 
thar enrails sitting in front ofa comnnrer 


37 Design Anarchy 


38 What's My Damage? 


for four hours a day. This, so that I can 

pay the rent and buy ramen noodles to 
feed myself as I attempt to get through 
four years of graduate school. More often 
than not, as I sit through class a 
in the same seat of the same auditorium 
for four more hours of every day ... I find 
myself dreaming. I dream of the life in 
Africa that I left behind. A life where 
nature isn't synonymous with Disney’s 
Animal Kingdom or the Discovery Chan- 
nel - it is real.. . right in front of you, to 
feel, touch and breathe for free. I dream of 
a life where food isn’t a choici 
chean nreserva 








er class 











between 





es on long-dead animals 
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ified 
organic" food -the food, too, is real. 
I dream of a life where “community” is 
not just a feel-good word used to sell 
estate — it is a group of real people who 
genuinely care. I miss reality. 
HEERAL SANGHRAJKA 
Ft. Lauderdale, Florida 
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I was recently diagnosed with depression 
by a doctor I consider to be 
compassionate and independent from 
outside influenci 





„such as prescription 
drug companies. Trusting him fully, 
I besan rakine two medications. Zoloft 








ADBUSTERS, 
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41 Mad Pride 42 Why Am So Cynical? 


and Wellbutrin -anything would be 
better than the emptiness I felt. Or so 
Ithought. A few weeks later, I began 
suffering abdominal cramps and 
dehydration, and couldn't sleep for 
almost an entire week. I wasn’t exactly 
reveling in the miracles of science. I went 
back to the doctor and reported my 
problems. He immediately doubled the 
dosage. I’ve quit the medication and 
started taking care of myself. The next 
time I go to a doctor will be with a toe tag. 
MICAH RIECKER 
Traverse City, Michigan 





CARLAN AVE, 1507 SOUTH оғ BADGEROW AVE. 





TORONTO, 


Ihave tendered my resignation from the 
nation of the crazed. I quit, and you know 
something? I won. I walked out of work 
and sold my car. I just stopped everything 
all at once, cold turkey. And now I have 
all the time I ever wanted. My kids are in 
my care, not the state’s, nor the day-care 
system's, not the abusive nanny network. 
When I need money, I find a temporary 
gig to get by. It takes some foresight, a lot 
of planning and a realistic look at oneself 
and one’s “needs” to do something like 
this, but it’s worth it. If this was carried 
out among mass numbers of people and 














11/11/02 





he suspect 






„the outcome 





in many cities and stat 
would be tremendous. 
TANGENT PHILLIPS 

Brussels, Belgium 





Isold my car and my TV. I'm saving up to. 
buy my soul back. 

MATTHEW OLSON 

San Francisco, California 
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CARLAM AVE. @ BADGEROW AVE. TORONTO. ADZMELTER 11/11/02 
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DURING THE SNIPER CRIME SPREE IN AND AROUND WASHINGTON, DC, A BIZARRE CASE OF ACCIDENTAL 


ART APPEARED IN MY NEIGHBORHOOD. FIRST, A SIGNBOARD WENT UP WITH KIEFER SUTHERLAND AIMING A 
HANDGUN DIRECTLY AT THE STREET. THEN, LESS THAN 100 FEET AWAY, A COMPETING AD AGENCY POSTED 


A BUS SHELTER AD WITH AN ANONYMOUS DEAD GUY LAYING FLAT ON HIS BACK. THE VIRTUAL ACT OF 
VIOLENCE WAS FROZEN IN A MOMENT OF TRUTH FOR TWO WEFKS -IAMIF OSRORNF TORONTO ONTARIO 
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CULTURAL REVOLUTION 
IS OUR BUSINESS 


We are a loose global network of artists, writers, 
environmentalists, ecological economists, media- 
literacy teachers, reborn Lefties, ecofeminists, 
downshifters, high school shit-disturbers, campus 
rabble-rousers, incorrigibles, malcontents and 
green entrepreneurs. We are idealists, anarchists, 
guerrilla tacticians, pranksters, neo-Luddites, 
poets, philosophers and punks. Our aim is to 
topple existing power structures and forge a 
major rethinking of the way we will live in the 

21st century. We want to change the way 
information flows, the way institutions wield 
power, the way the world keeps the peace, the 
way the food, fashion, automobile, sports, music 
and culture industries set their agendas. Above all, 
we want to change the way we interact with the 
mass media and the way in which meaning is 
produced in our society. 


FIND OUT MORE 
Visit the Culture Jammers Campaign Headquarters. 
www.adbusters.org 


TALK TO 05 

editor@adbusters.org 
artdirector@adbusters. org 
campaigns@adbusters.org 
webmaster@adbusters.org, 
subscriptions@adbusters.org, 
info@adbusters.org, 
media-prūadbusters Org. 

Tel: 604.736.9401 Fax: 604.737.6021 
1243 West 7th Avenue, 

Vancouver, British Columbia, V6H 187, Canada 


JOIN OUR NETWORK 
Senda blank email to jammers@adbusters.org 
to receive news releases, campaign bulletins and 
strategic updates, 


WATCH THE CULTURE JAMMERS VIDEO 
Order it online at www adbusters.org or call 
1-800-663-1243, or fill out the subscription 
insert card. 


USE US 

We are a full-service advocacy advertising agency ready 
to create your next social marketing campaign - if the 
cause is right: powershift@adbusters.org, 


REPRINT US 
Email for permission to reprint our editorial and visual 
content: reprints@adbusters.org, 


‘SUPPORT US 
We are a non-profit organization that welcomes donations 
and grants in three areas: 
+ To help Adbusters grow into an activist journal available 
on newsstands around the world. 
«To help us launch and sustain our social marketing 
campaigns, 
Tohelp us pay for our legal battles. 
To help us launch the Blackspot sneaker. 


Please support our work: Donate online at 
www.adbusters.org /information /donate 

In the US write check to Tides Foundation/Media 
Foundation and send it to the above address. 

In Canada and overseas write a cheque to Adbusters 
Media Foundation, For more information, contact 
Lara Honrado: 604.736.9401 or lara@adbusters.org. 


As I read through recent issues of 
Adbusters, which used to be my favorite 
magazine, I'm truly disappointed by the 
hijacking that has occurred. Instead of 
preaching against mass consumerism, 
Adbusters is fueling and preaching anti- 
Semitism. I'm wondering why Adbusters 
chooses to be anti-war, instead of anti- 
terrorism. Why are we not speaking out 
against the true murderous actions? 
LEE WEISS 
Richmond Hill, Ontario 





error 403: Forbidden! 


The server understood the request, but is refusing to fulfil it. 
‘Authorization will not help and the request SHOULD NOT be 
repeated. 





1 GOT THIS ERROR MESSAGE FROM AOL WHEN I TRIED TO ENTER A BOYCO' 
ISRAEL WEBSITE. IS THIS DEEP CENSORSHIP? I CANCELLED MY AOL 


ACCOUNT. 
Ma CASTILLO, WASHINGTON, DC 





OPEN SOURCE: CONTINUED 


Open source activism - we pool our best knowledge to break through the 
corporate mindshare monopoly. Thanks to a dedicated corps of on-line 
inventors and radical geeks, we're making headway on two big projects: 


BAR-CODE SCANNER. A quick refresher: we want to build a pocket-size 
device packed with activist info. Consumers do a clandestine scan on, say, 
асап of pop, and get a reading on the maker's corporate ethics: red means 
“no,” green means “go.” From the open source jam, we now know the mini- 
scanner options and on-line barcode databases, and one grocery insider is 
willing to arrange delivery of 32,000 codes for conventional, organic, natural 
and green products. THE NEXT LEVEL: It's time to get down to details. Which 
is better, a USB connector or modified memory stick? Can the software allow 
for individualized ethical standards? What's the most efficient way to keep 
the data up to date? Let's cut these problems down to size on the open 
source website. 


AOL TIME WARNER MASTER JAM. The epitome of mega-media, AOL Time 
Warner is an obvious target for a hacktivist statement on media democracy. 
We want to send every possible aol subscriber a rallying cry for a consumer 
boycott. The open source network is telling us that there's a way: create 
software that auto-registers AOL's free-trial CDs; or use a “spider” or email 
harvesting program to screen for AOL accounts. Now the nitty gritty. Get out 
your unmarked brown envelopes and send us the program codes to get this 
project moving - and we'll build a mass-media mousetrap on-line. 


THE REVOLUTION NEEDS A TOOLBOX 
www.adbusters.org/opensource 


Ad CrEEp 


The advertising industry feels your pain, and now there's a 
solution: the Patient Channel, a 24-hour network created by 
General Electric and pumped directly into the waiting and 
recovery rooms of more than 550 American hospitals. 
Promoted as “educational,” the network features health-related 
programming intercut with ads for = what else? — the latest 
pharmaceuticals. In a February letter to ceos at US 

hospitals, Commercial Alert criticized the drug-pushing 
scheme for targeting "a captive audience at a time of 
maximum vulnerability and emotional distress." 
Nothing new for Big Pharma, of course, which 

spent an estimated $2.4 billion on direct-to- 
consumer advertising last year — and hopes to 
see the GE channel in 1,100 hospitals by the 
end of 2003. The bottom line із wellness, and 
so far, the bottom line is very well indeed. 

















Shepard Fairey, the graphic designer 
best known for the ubiquitous “Obey 
Giant” graffito, calls himself an 
“absurd propagandist.” Trying to 
out-absurd the corporate brand 
machine is a dangerous game, 
however. Fairey’s latest 
venture was the Los Angeles 
art exhibition 
“Sponsorship” - 

allery display 

of logos from 
companies, ranging 
from small 

skateboard shops to 
AOL- that shelled out 
cash to be included. It's 
Fairey laughing at the brands that are laughing back at him, 

but apparently the modern appetite for irony is a bottomless pit: 
the exhibition attracted such a crowd that the fire marshall had 
to shut it down, 








Marketing their new “milk-based product with an attitude,” 
7- Up and Dr. Pepper have brought product placement into 
the esoteric world of the weblog, Aiming to tap into the vast 
network of personal web journals, the duo launched the faux 
hip site <ragingcow.com> and paid off 300 of the web's most 
influential bloggers with Raging Cow schwag to mention the 
site in their blogs. The follow-the-herd marketing brought new 
meaning to the Raging Cow slogan (“the revolution will be 
homogenized”) -and the brand got the on-line flaming that it 
richly, creamily deserved. 

























The Product 


When we look back a year from now and wonder what hole in 
the dike let product placement turn into a commercial flood, 
we'll find the answer in two little words: reality TV. Coca-Cola's 
American Idol was just a start. Coming up? The California 
clothing label Roxy is teaming with HarperCollins and MTV to 
create a surfer-girl reality show to be accompanied by a line of 
books, clothes and accessories. On the grunting male side of the 
spectrum, Yuks Entertainment plans to produce the product- 
loaded Go Go GirlZ of the Pink Possum Lounge, in which 
a contestant must guess which of seven exotic dancers is 
really a man. It’s “a seamless integration of advertising 
into an entertainment program,” said the show’s 
creator = and he sounded proud of it. 








If “advertelevision” is still too subtle to get under 
your skin, consider the multimillion-dollar 
deal that turned The Sims Online game into a 
simulacrum of McDonald's. Players will be 
able to earn money flipping burgers or 
орепіпра virtual franchise, and, unlike 
in the real world, can “improve their 
standing" by eating McD's food. 
With computer game sales- 
$6 billion a year - gaining on the 
$8.4 billion in Hollywood box 
office receipts, we're sure to see 
corporate crossover breaking, 
all the rules. 
PLACEMENT ram 4 
\ were handed out in 
Australia to celebrate the 
steady creep of advertisement into books, TV shows, movies 
and beyond. The top-ro list included such surprises as the 
independent film My Big Fat Greek Wedding (cited for touting 
Windex as a “treatment for everything from warts, poison ivy, 
psoriasis and a bald head”), but top honors went to the 20th 
Century Fox film Minority Report. Directed by Steven Spielberg, 
this cautionary tale about a hypercommercial and virtual future 
(irony: still not dead) won praise for the sheer volume of 
embedded ads for Oakley, Lexus, Nokia, Reebok, Burger King, 
The Gap, American Express, Bulgari and Aquafina. It also scored 
for “the creativity and effectiveness of the executions,” including 
ascene where a billboard tells Tom Cruise’s character, 
ominously, “John Anderton, you look like you could use a 


Guiness.” Or maybe, like the rest of us, just a stiff drink. 
Paul Schmelzer 











It had to come to this: 
in January, the first annual 
Product Placement Awards 








I SAW THIS STICKER IN NORTH HOLLYWOOD, CALIFORNIA. AFTER A MINUTE OF 
THINKING, YOU REALIZE HOW MANY PEOPLE ACTUALLY ARE WILLING TO DIE 
CRAIG CLEMENT, GREENSBORO, NORTH CAROLINA 











AD AGENCIES BRAG ABOUT “PUBLICITY 
coups,” but in Venezuela the catchphrase 
hasa literal meaning. During a two-month 
general strike organized by business 
leaders, Venezuela’s National Association 
of Advertisers and the commercial media 
agreed to cancel all commercial 
advertising 
than 200 ads aimed at driving populist 
President Hugo Chavez out of office. The 
some 700 anti-Chávez marketing 











and instead produced more 





ads 





messages a day - ran free of charge as 






A POWERFUL SYMBOL IN OIL-RICH VENEZUELA - FALLS TO EMPTY AS ‘THE GOVERNMENT 
TO MAKE US POOR,’ THEN SWINGS BACK TO FULL WITH THE PROSPECT OF ELECTIONS. 


“public service announcements.” 





The corporate media campaign did 
more than anger Chavez supporters; it 
also stands as an extreme example of the hazards of concentrated after a one-day coup d'etat. Now the increasingly totalitarian 





media power. Beyond the advertising blitz, the corporate media _ president is threatening a crackdown on his commercial 
also shifted to an openly anti-Chávez bias in everything from media opponents, catching Venezuelans in a free-press Hobson’s 
news to sports to weather. One major station, RCTV, even applied | choice: government meddling, or corporate censorship and 


a self-imposed news blackout as Chávez returned to power self-interest. 








JOHN D. WREN, CEO 
OMNICOM GROUP 
REVENUE: 

$7.5 BILLION 





FOUR SEEMS TO BE THE MAGIC NUMBER. 
We're down to the Big Four accounting 
firms and the Big Four US television 
networks. Now only four giant holding 
companies swallow more than 50 percent 
of worldwide advertising spending, 
according to Advertising Age. 

The Big Four -the Omnicom Group, 
the Interpublic Group (both from New 
York), the wer Group (London) and 
Publicis Groupe (Paris) dominate 
advertising mindshare, public relations 
and other communications servi 
Put another way, the marketing power 
flowing from just three Western cities 
forms the commercial backdrop for 
almost everything watched, read and 
listened to in the global mass media. 

The wer Group, for example, has 
under its umbrella the ad production 
agency Ogilvy & Mather, the ad 
placement company MindShare and 
the PR firm Burson-Marsteller. With 
the power to create, place and promote 














DAVID BELL, CEO 





the brand campaigns of their Fortune 
soo clients, wer has serious sway over 
television’s prime-time lineup. With 
magazines and newspapers, the effects are 
tougher to judge. But in a soft economy 
where GM might decide to take a year off 
from glossy magazine ads and blow its 
wad on billboards, editors are learning to 
keep the capricious ad beast happy 

All this exciting consolidation makes 
getting ahead in advertising look easier 
than it really is. Alas, the past two years 
were the leanest in the industry's admit- 
tedly short memory. Both Omnicom and 
Interpublic recently faced charges of 
dodgy accounting; in February, 
Interpublic stock hit a 10-year low. 
And just when it looked like business 
was picking up for 2003 — boosters 
cited big-name clients planning new ad 
campaigns and putting juicy accounts up 
for review - along came Operation Iraqi 
-earned jitters 




















Freedom with more w 
for the Big Four. 





MARTIN SORRELL, 


MAURICE LEVY, 





INTERPUBLIC GROUP CEO CEO 

OF COMPANIES WPP GROUP PUBLICIS GROUPE 
REVENUE REVENUE REVENUE 

56.2 BILLION $6.1 BILLION $3.1 BILLION 


Even sympathetic observers are 
questioning the move to woo the world's 
most powerful brands with one-stop 
shopping. Last June, The Economist 
pointed out that all this corporate 
togetherness is simply about volume: 





more billings from more subsidiaries 
equals higher share prices for the parent 
company. But sadly for the likes of 
Omnicom cto John D. Wren, many 
companies still aren't buying their 
advertising, PR and market research in a 
neatly wrapped bundle. In his Guardian 
n last October, Stefano Hatfield, 
editorial director of <Adageglobal.com>, 
broached the idea of, gasp, бетеги 
stave off a Big Four stock collapse. 

But that scaling down probably won't 
help the six billion of us subjected to ever- 
encroaching ad creep. And for úiberclients 
like Nestlé, Pfizer and the rest, a smaller 
agency will do just fine, as long as it sticks 
with the big plan to remake the world into. 
whatever sells. 
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THE NEXT 'IT' DIRECTOR ON THE INDY FILM SCENE MAY BE ONLY A 
car commercial away from their big break. Yes, DaimlerChrysler 
is breaking into the movie business – and plans to take cinematic 
ad-creep to a "more premium level.” The car company's second 
annual Chrysler Million Dollar Film Festival in Utah had 25 young 
filmmakers lining up to be big-time sellouts. After a few seminars 


on how make their art more compatible with the Chrysler brand — 


no shooting up heroin in our Crossfire, please – they were asked 
to create their own branded short films that capture the “feelings 
and emotions embodying Chrysler cars." The lucky winner gets 
the chance to produce a million-dollar feature film. How’s that for 
artistic merit? Call it an early lesson for Hollywood's upcoming 
product-placement generation. 
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THEY SAY THAT LARRY LIGHT CHOKED UP AS HE TALKED 
about the brand that has become his life. Where was the love? 
The respect? The godda e of decency that once rang 
out whenever anyone uttered the word: McDonald’s? 
All gone now. And Larry Light, chief marketing officer for 
McDonald's Corp., is the man who needs to bring the fading 
megabrand back to world-circling authority. He was hard at 
work on the “brand summit” circuit early this year, telli 
anyone who would still listen that history's greatest fast-food 
empire was “forever young." 

The numbers say different (a stock market slide of over 70 
percent), and so does the international mood. McDonald’s is one 
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Only in America could the Surgeon General warn, "Overweight and obesity тау 
soon cause as much preventable disease and death as cigarette smoking.” 


Journalist Greg Critser shows how America became 
Supersize Nation – and how the hyperconsumption industry 
targets the young and the poor. The problems range from 
crappy calories and sedentary lifestyles to weak political 
leadership, and Critser looks beyond the diet culture to a 
more surprising solution: fighting back against the corporate 
food system. 


Fat Land: How Americans Became the Fattest People in the 
World, by Greg Critser (Houghton Mifflin, 2003). 
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of the great standing symbols of American culture in a world 
where Brand America has become an unfunny joke. Even within 
the usa, whole generations are rejecting the brand as the grand- 
daddy of hypercommercialism and processed, high-fat food. Not 
even the dismissal of the first lawsuits blaming a McDonald's 
diet for health problems was good news for Micky D's - in his 
se, the judge called Chicken McNuggets 
a “McFrankenstein creation of various elements not utilized b 
the home cook.” And he left the door open for future lawsuits 
So how will Ronnie the Clown turn his frown upside down 
The corporate brass are dropping all the usual catchwords: 
ner, leaner, friendlier, healthier. More to the point, the 
company recently pulled together its 
marketing firepower from 10 top global 
markets to figure out how to re-sell the 
brand to critics and refuseniks. What we 
know so far: the company is shooting for 
“emotional connection.” 

The Big Mac also has a new Big Cheese, 
Chairman-cEo James Cantalupo. If you 
think the collapse of McDonald's marks 
the first great anti-brand victory, you're 
probably right. But it’s too soon for fast- 
food culture jammers to rest on any 
laurels. Here's the challenge, laid bare by 
Cantalupo: “Under my leadership, neither 
failure nor second place із an option.” 


















decision to dismiss the 




































you find yourself overweight, vent your 
anger at the corporate culture that tells 
you to eat incessantly. If you find yourself 
unhappy with your body image, blame 
fashion designers, media, sitcoms and 
pretty much everybody else who tells you 
anorexia is beautiful. Don't shoot the 
messenger if you dislike the message. 
ANDREW MILLER 
Vancouver, British Columbia 








Гуе eaten meat my whole life and have 
yet to spend a day sick in bed as an adult. 
How many vegans or vegetarians can say 
that? IfI had a dollar for every anemic 
vegetarian or vegan out there (they are 
easy to spot, because they’re alway 
chewing on ice), Pd be rich. Of course 
we all know money sucks, doesn’t it? 
That’s why Adbusters costs so much. 
JOHN GAULKE 
Ithaca, New York 








A fat man ata Burger King says to an 
employee, “Do you have any fat-free 
salad dressings?” I then glance to his table 
where I see two Whoppers at his disposal, 
along with a teenie weenie salad. People 
think it’s the things like salad dressings 
that are making us fat. In fact, it’s our 
egos and our anger. 





MIKE 
By email 


Antibiotics, pesticides, prescriptions and 
other poisons kill a person’s intestinal 
flora, which we are intended to have in 
our digestive systems. Bernard Jenson, 
father of colon hygiene, studied stool 
samples in the 1980s and found most 
people don’t have this life teeming inside; 
the ratio of “good” bacteria to bad had 
gone inverse of the 80/20 rule. What this 
means is that as a culture we are internally 
toxified and literally full of shit. Without 
intestinal flora, our food does not break 
down, but ferments from excess yeast and 
putrifies from negative intestinal bac 
A healthy system of flora produces food- 
grade hydrogen peroxide that keeps out 
yeast, bacteria and larger parasites and 
manufactures a full range of the B 
vitamins that provide a person with a 
basic sense of well-being. Well-being 
gone, without flora, we turn to 
pharmaceuticals en masse. 
SCOTT W. WEBB 
Nashville 


eria. 





Tennessee 





Ronald McDonald came to my brother’s 
school today. They booed. 
ZOE KLINGLER 
Summerland, British Columbia 





You Can Quit 


From an earth-destroying, 


money-grubbing, unethical 
corporation 


quit.bmp 


WHY NOT HIT THE STAFF АТ 
MCDONALD'S WITH SIGNS 
LIKE "YOU CAN QUIT’? LET'S 
CHANGE THE WORLD FROM 
THE BOTTOM UP. 


-JESSE WHELEN, 
GUELPH, ONTARIO 





Driving on the interstate, I noticed 
something peculiar. Why were wires and 
lantennas extending from the palm tree 
on the side of the freeway? Why didn’t it 
blow in the wind like the rest of them? 
hen it occurred to me = this wasn’t a 
palm tree atall. Something about th 
place felt horribly wrong. I've been 
riving on this freeway for years; why 
didn’t I notice this before? Now Lam 
suspicious of everything. 





JOSH EDELSON! 
San Diego, California; 
lS сарығ» 








AS A PUBLIC HIGH SCHOOL TEACHER, | DO NOT EXPOSE MY STUDENTS TO ‘HOURS OF ALMOST THE EXACT SAME STIMULI 
LETTERS, ADBUSTERS #46]. WE INTERACT; | LET THE STUDENTS DECIDE HOW TO LEARN; | TAKE THEM OUTSIDE, CHANGE IS 


POSSIBLE - WE САМ TAKE THEM FROM THE INSIDE. -STEF BURKE, BRANTFORD, ONTARIO 


I love your magazine. I participated in 
Buy Nothing Day. I don't over-consume. 
I recycle, I hate George Bush. I ride my 
bike almost ev . also wait for 
some optimism in your magazin 
I doubt I'll ever see it. 


economies" over 95 percent of the money 
stock is no longer governm reated 
legal tender, but bank-created, interest- 
bearing debt? Just numbers in accounts 
„but that have been created out of nothing, 
but have to be repaid with interest. This 
JUSTIN MILLER explains why the economy must grow 
Boulder, Col 
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rado — every year — just to cover the interest 
payments on virtually the entire money 
We are in a system where we must 








Did you know that in all *modern 
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Tha 
all, wasn’t the war in Iraq started over oil? 


grow or collapse. Mass 
vertising and ever- 
increasing consumption 
are necessary just for the 
survival of this system. 
SIMON FOSTER 
Cymru, Wales 











With all the anti-suv debate, 
I'm surprised nobody, as 

far as I know, has designed 
a decal to be put on gas 
pumps stating that: “Every 
gallon of gasoline burned 
releases 19.694 pounds 

of carbon dioxide into 

the atmosphere.” 

The decal could have 
lettering similar to that 
already found on the gas 
pumps ‚giving ita pu 
“informational” presence, 
like the ingredients 
information on a package 
of cookies. 

JAMES EGGERT 
Colfax, Wisconsin 











san idea for those who like to stick 
ers on unwary SUVS: 








GWYN WAHLMANN 
St. Louis, Missouri 








a plan. Simply drive slowly. After 
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There is a ghost in the machine and it is us. This at least is the threat posed by our 
love of the virtual life, represented today in the evolving symbiosis between us and 
the microchip. By not questioning our relationships with virtual technologies, and 
by unleashing ever-more powerful forms of them into society, we run the risk of 
losing ourselves in them. This is the irony of the information age: that the hardware 
we have created to serve us in our quest for the “good life” has become the master 
that we all serve. This is the view of author Quentin J. Schultze, who argues that we 
need to remake this society into one where meaning is social rather than 
informational, and where time and intimacy are valued over speed and superficial 
knowledge. Information technology has far outdistanced our moral sensibilities 
about it, Schultze tells us. instead of leading an authentic life, we are led to the 
troughs as consumers of virtuality. Key to all this are “symbol brokers,” which 
Schultze describes as higher powers of a secular sort. As master servants of the 
consumer machine, they acquire greater and greater influence as the internet age 
goes broadband. 


Habits of the High-Tech Heart: Living Virtuously in the Information Age, by Quentin J. 
Schultze (Baker Academic, 2002) 
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Isn't driving 35 мрн the most fuel- 
efficient way to travel? The deeper your 
commitment, the slower you go. 
TOM HITCHCOCK 
By email 


„plant flowers in barren ground; 
write “You are already beautiful” on 
cosmetics ads 

KATIE RAYNES-GOLDIE 


Toronto, Ontario 


Two friends and I were in a cinema in 
St. John's. While we waited in our seats 
for half an hour, a giant Coca-Cola ad 
flashed trivia on the screen. Instead of 
previews before the film, there was a car 
commercial. I booed the ad and tried 

to get my friends to join me, but they 
wouldn't. Later they argued that the 
theater needs to make money, and 
therefore needs to гап commercials and 
product placements. I reminded them that 
the theater was sold out and that each 
ticket was $10.25. Pll continue to boo at 
the ads. 











PAUL O'KEEFE 
Stephenville, Newfoundland 





So the Barenaked Ladies have a song 
on the GasCD benefit, Sell Sell Sell. It 
doesn’t seem too long ago that the Ladies 
sold sold sold their song “One Week” 
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to Mitsubishi for 
use in a television 
commercial to 
promote vehicles 
that use the oil that 
played a big part in 
the whole war 
fiasco. I guess they 
like to promote 
themselves on all sides of the political 
spectrum, Fucking shills. 

DENIS BEKKERING 

By email 


If we not only create design and 
advertising to promote sustainable 
industries, but actually work with those 
industries = such as organic, GMO-free 
food growers; recycling industries; and 
eco-friendly companies - we can make 
sustainable industries cheaper, more 
desi And if the 
big, bad corporate empires are finding 
that people are always choosing the 
cheaper, healthier alternative, then they 
will be forced to go natural and 
sustainable, or bust! 


able and more successful. 





ARON JENNINGS 
Queensland, Australia 


As soon as the US started a war in Iraq, 
Icashed in all of my US savings bonds. 
Actually, they were my son’s. We put 


i want everything 









the money in his savings account, 
and I explained to him why we did it. 
He understood, and agreed that he 
didn’t want his money used to kill 
other children. 
CLIF MCQUEEN 
Bay City, Michigan 


Happy to inform you that the City of 
Geneva has announced its firm opposition 
to the war being perpetrated by the 
poisonous, peanut-brained President of 
the United States of Amnesia 
NEDD WILLARD 
Geneva, Switzerland 











A new word that I coined: warjammer. 
It will enter the lexicon and serve as a call 
to “get in the way of war 
RICHARD GIBSON 

Falmouth, Massachusetts 





like the idea of art on the street, so I 
did some projects aimed at raising 
awareness and adding a litele sur-real- 
ness. One time I invited passers-by to 
smash a breakable TV. Some people 
thought I was crazy, some thought I was 
trying to sell something, But a lot of 
people thought it was fun. 
STUART CYBULSKIE 
Victoria, British Columbia 
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IT ALL CAME DOWN TO A STALEMATE. IN NEW YORK IN A mind not continually recruited to build tools is a mind free, 
February, Russian Gary Kasparov, maybe the greatest human at full power, to ponder, to pray, to brood, to dream. To relish 
chess player ever, sat down toa tie-breaking match against e the absurdity. 
chess-playing computer Deep Junior. Harry Flood 
Kasparov was looking to avenge a 
previous loss to Junior's “fa As 
for Junior, it simply whirred away as 
one of its programmers moved the 
pieces for it. Neither side could 
manage a victo 

As the comedian says, “I have no 
joke here." You are simply invited 
to relish the absurdity. Oh, there will 
be plenty of folks who defend the. 
seriousness of this second endeavor, 
the millions of dollars sunk into the 
development of a machine that can 
calculate two million chess moves a 
second and think intuitively, the better 
to knock a somewhat egotistical man 
off his throne. But there is another 
kind of science to keep in mind. As the 
philosopher said, the tools we build to 
examine our own existence will never 
be as complete as we ourselves are. 
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ВИНО candardizing the simu | 
lation delivered to a child's brain—the artificial life offered ina VR. | 
world—may result in the actual standardization of an entire 


generation, 


— Susan Cranfield 
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If you're still confused about the values and 
intents of media corporations, then listen to 
the kingpin of American corporate radio. 


Though Clear Channel со Lowry Mays heads a company that 
owns 1,233 radio stations and dominates radio broadcasting in 
many of the largest markets of the United States, he recently let 
slip that he has no interest in rhe public interest — or in producing 
radio that serves it," We're not in the business of providing news 
and information," he told ап interviewer for the business 
magazine Fortune. “We're not in the business of providing well- 
researched music. We're simply in the business of selling our 
customers products." 








That candid statement from Mays = who entertains dramatic 
visions of expanding his company's empire within the borders of 
the US and beyond them = reflects the fundamental conflict as 
corporate America lobbies to eliminate the few remaining rules 
that assert a public interest in media ownership. The deeper 
question is this: will market values trump those of an informed 
and diverse democracy? 

Few serious listeners to Clear Channel stations would disagree 
with Mays’ assessment. With their tight playlists, canned chatter 
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> Status: 


2 jit andpain 
bring meto the cell, slap me to the. pavement, screaming with the anger 
2 and the hatred. take ‘me to the mosque, lead me to the church, show me all my 


> human faults and how they're meant to work. feed me all your lies, tell me fantasies, 


Ž give me all the knowledge that shouldn't eed. give me every gun, give all your 


> ammo, then give me all the television coverage on each channel.i have been 
> mislead, i have been deceived. so quiet me down. tape me shut. 


> richard marsh 


and dearth of local programming, Clear Channel stations 
provide exactly the sort of programming that rocker Tom Petty 
condemned in a recent song: “There goes the last DJ/who plays 
what he wants to play/and says what he wants to say . . . There 
goes the last human voice/There goes your freedom of choice.” 

Despite the complaints of Petty and other prominent 
musicians, as well as a growing chorus of consumer, civil rights 
and labor groups, Clear Channel executives say that their media 
conglomerate got big by giving the people what they want. 

“Let the free markets reign,” preaches Clear Channel chief 
operating officer Mark Mays from the San Antonio headquarters 
where the company shapes radio station formats and policies 
from Alaska to Florida. 

But Clear Channel did not get big surfing on a wave of public 
demand. Clear Channel got big because , with the 
Telecommunications Act of 1996, the US Congress rewrote 
the rules governing who could own what in the mediascape. 
That rewrite eliminated limits on the number of radio stations 
that could be owned by one corporation, and Clear Channel's 
portfolio leapt from barely 40 stations in 1995 to more than 
1,200 today. The rule changes in the US are often portrayed as a 
“model” for deregulation of media ownership in other countries, 
and that model could become even more daunting in the near 
future, If the Federal Communications Commission (FCC) 
rewrites another group of rules currently under review, Clear 
Channel and companies like it are going to get a whole lot bigger. 

Itis now widely understood that the media systems in most 
countries are dominated by a very small number of large 
corporations, This situation concentrates a great deal of social, 
cultural, economic and political power into their hands, and itis 
a direct violation of the core values that are the basis for a viable 
liberal democratic society. What is less well understood is that 
these corporate-dominated, advertising-marinated media 
systems are not the result of some mythical free market. There 
is nothing “natural” about them at all. They are the result of 
specific government policies, regulations and subsidies that 
authorize these corporations’ power and protect their privileges 
When the government, for example, gives a corporation 
monopoly rights to broadcast channels or monopoly rights to 
cable TV systems or monopoly rights to content (a.k.a. 
copyright), it is not merely setting the terms of competition. 

It is picking the winners. Nobody else has a prayer. 

The crucial determinant of any media system is the policies 
that create it. And the crucial determinant of those policies is the 
context in which they are made. In the United States, the policies 
are generally made in the most corrupt manner imaginable. 

A handful of super-powerful corporations and their trade 
associations duke it out behind closed doors for lucrative 
government licenses and subsidies, while the general public has 
no clue what is going on and no representation in the 
proceedings. Politicians are brought into line through lavish 
campaign contributions and the implicit threat of a hostile press. 
Importantly, and not surprisingly, these corporate media 
grabfests get not a whiff of attention in the corporate news 
media, so there is no way anyone could have a clue if they so 
desired. Except, of course, for the corporate lobbyists. 

This is one way to comprehend what is taking place in the 








United States this year, as the rcc is formally reviewing the final 
six regulations that prevent media concentration, with an eye to 
eliminating them altogether. (These include restrictions on the 
number of TV stations a single company may own, as well as a 
prohibition on owning newspapers and TV stations in the same 
community -a circumstance that is already permissible in 
Canada.) The Fcc is under tremendous pressure from corporate 
lobbyists to remove the rules so firms can get bigger and bigger 
and have more and more monopoly power. For them, that means 
less risk and more profit. For us, it means a profoundly weakened 
media democracy 

By recent historical standards, the elimination of these rules 
would appear to be a slam dunk. The rcc is chaired by Michael 
Powell, a standout lapdog of corporate media interests. 
Moreover, the Bush administration that appointed Powell and 
two other Republicans to the five-member FCC has never seen 
а corporate lobby it didn't want to pamper. 

But something remarkable is taking place in the spring of 
For starters, the two Democratic appointees to the rcc - 
Michael Copps and Jonathan Adelstein ~have emerged 
outspoken opponents of the corrupt manner in which the 
FCC reviews its crucial regulations. They have been working 
incessantly to promote widespread public participation. Already, 
they have sat in on three public hearings around the nation on 
the rcc's proposed rule changes, and several unofficial hearings 
are on tap for April and May. So far, the public input has been 
astonishing and devastating: every single private citizen who has 
spoken at these hearings has opposed loosening the media 
ownership rules. Not surprisingly, Powell has said he has no 
interest in attending any more public hearings. He wants to 
restrict his input to corporate lobbyist 

Those lobbyists are working overtime. According to the 
Center for Public Integrity, the 50 largest media companies and 
their trade associations spent $1 1 1.3 million to influence 
Congress and the executive branch between 1996 and 2000, 
paying for 1,460 all-expense-paid trips ог Fcc bureaucrats and 
315 junkets by members of Congress and their staff. And the full- 
court press is now on, with companies like Clear Channel 
making high-profile hires of key inside players to advance their 
cause, The media conglomerates make no secret of the fact that 
they share Clear Channel’s values. “[There's] no longer any 
public-interest need served by the Commission's ownership 
rules," argued Viacom (cns) Fox and Nnc/Telemundo in their 
call for elimination of the ownership rules. To replace the locally 
owned newspapers and broadcast outlets that would be gobbled 
up ina new wave of consolidation, the conglomerates suggest 
that citizens could still get information about what is going on in 
their hometowns through “interpersonal communication" — 
that is, talking to one another. 

Powell intends to call for a vote on eliminating the ownership 
rules by the end of May; activists are working aggressively to 
draw attention to this corrupt “stealth” process. Corporate 
power thought it was lining up for a rubber stamp; it could find 
itself face-to-face with a movement. 
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The only people for me are the mad ones, «neones who are mad to live, mad to talk, mad to be saved, 
sous of everything ar the same time, the ones Sho never yawn or say a commonplace thing, but 
burn, burn, burn like fabulous yellow roman edles exploding like spiders across the stars and in the 
middle you see the blue centerlight pop and everyone goes ^. Awww!” 

Jack Kerouac 


I love being manic. Оһ indeed. Тһе meaning 

of everything is supercharged and so I become 
supercharged. No hesitating about this or worrying 
about that. Hard to stay on task, yes, but what a 
contrast to this mania’s evil bastard twin, depression. 


What goes up must come down, I suppose, Over the days and 
by the hour I feel the meaning sucked away. Except, of course, 
for the meaning of this one ugly fact: that my world is becoming 
anightmare. 

The effect is 
immediate. All meaning 
vanishes, draining away 
with every ounce of 
motivation. Each act, 
whether it’s getting out 
of bed, taking a shower, 
washing the dishes, going 
to work, being at work, 
making meals, meeting 
with friends, paying the 
bills - even finishing a 
spoken sentence = 
becomes a hopeless chore, 
impossible. 

Soon the horror takes 
onan acute physical 
quality. I'm sick with a 
psycho-nausea that blinds 
me to the prospect that 
anything could be good, 
ever again, No sweet 
warm sensation of 
sadness, just the 
blackness of inner dread 
staged on a backdrop of 
panoramic anxiety. Not 
even sleep offers escape. 
I'm tired, but not the kind 
of tired that affords me much peace. I awake early, overwhelmed 
by a world pushing down on me. Another day. Torture. 

I know how easy it is for others to assume that meaning is 
inherent in things: that it’s the essence of good food to taste good, 
of friends and family to be a welcome sight, of work to be a 
source of engagement and satisfaction. They can’t imagine my 
problem as one that has overtaken my whole being, which of 
course it has; they see it as a problem of thinking straight. 

“Be rational, mate. Look on the bright side.” 

With such a lack of understanding from those all around me, 
it's hard to experience my descent into darkness as anything but 
a purely personal matter, something cast upon me by a reckless 
god or a godless world. I look around wanting nothing more 
than to return to the day-to-day life that still seems to mean so 
much to everyone else. 








Yet as personal as my depression can be, I know there's 
larger context. If depression is a symptom, it sure as hell isn't 
a symptom of bodily disease. The depression that I'm aware of 
comes not from some wrecked biology, but from the utterly 
insane world in which I live. 


| The crux of the problem is 





this: we are confronted - Lam 
confronted - by a growing, 
mismatch between what we 
need as social beings and what 
we get from our pursuit of the 
American dream. Whether rich 
or poor, the quest for the good 
life means little more than 
conforming to a few highly 
rationalized roles, including, 
those of worker, consumer and 
patient. Here we have a highly 
rationalized system designed 
to maximize efficiency and 
profits, all in the service of the 
matrix, And so the society I see 
around me antagonizes nearly 
every possibility of well-being, 
from building durable 
relationships to feeling a part 
of vital communities. 

And thus it was for me. 

My own ambitions and 
successes led not to bliss but to 
a sudden and crippling state of 
woe. Being taken to my knees 
by depression is bad enough, 
but it seems impossibly worse when it comes on the heels of 
everything going as planned. Perhaps it's natural and even useful 
for depression to pull me and others out of the rat race and make 
us crawl for help. What's not natural, and what's killing us 
today, is how this cry is intercepted by the biomedical industry, 
with “care” handed over to systems in which you're lucky to be 
seen as a patient, let alone a human being. More likely, you'll be 
treated as just another generic nervous system in need of 
corrective pharmacology. 

How in the world is swallowing a pill supposed to substitute 
for the task of making a meaningful life? The notion seems keyed 
only to draw me, ever deeper, between the boundaries that made 
me sick in the first place. I don't buy it. Pm doing the wrong 
thing. And feeling a helluva lot better for it. 

Richard DeGrandpre 





Tonce worked in а cube farm. What I 
did, exactly, is too uninteresting to 
mention, but by day's end it left me too 
numb to do more than stare at the 
television. My colleagues talked about 
stock options and what they would do in 
зо or 40 years when they retired. How 
they would travel, volunteer, learn 
another language. I watched as boredom 
drove them to medicate with four-dollar 
brand-name clothing and leased 
suvs. I watched as mounting debts 
narrowed their options, as the cube 

farm became their Alcatraz. 














I would Ше to see people, 
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The trees along my street are in full 
bloom, An elderly man shuffles past, 
pausing ata flowering dogwood tree. 

He studies the blossoms, slowly raising 
his camera to take a picture, After a while, 
he shuffles toward a magnificent magnolia 
and takes another photo. He is slow, 
deliberate, rich with time. Marching in 
the opposite direction is a man ina suit. 
He strides purposefully forward, glancing 
at his watch, late for his appointment 
with death, 


refusin 


No time: the chronic complaint, No time 
to question the validity of the two-hour 
commute. No time to prepare a meal that 
isn’t pre-packaged. No time to nurture 
relationships, let alone a garden or an art. 
The army and religious cult leaders have 
long known the value of sleep deprivation 
in the indoctrination process. Physically 
and mentally weakened, deprived of time 
for reflection, are we more vulnerable 

to manipulation and control? Is the 
overworked society more susceptible 

to its own propaganda? Has leisure 
become radical? 
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Radical Leisure rejects the logic of the hamster 
wheel. It does not deny the value of activity. 
but it demands to know what that activity 
accomplishes, and in whose interests. I 
consider the psychologist Abraham Maslow, 
whose “hierarchy of needs” placed basic 


According to the United Nations 
International Labor Organization, the 
19908 added an entire week to the avera; 
American’s yearly workload. The average 
employed American works 137 hours 
(about three and a half weeks) more than 
the average Japanese, 260 hours (about six 
and a half weeks) more than in Britain, 
and 499 hours (about three months) more 
than a German. All that hard labor 
translates into something, of course: the 
American economy is expected to grow 
percent this year. In France, 
and six 








necessities - food, clothing and shelter at 
the foundation of the pyramid. Once basal 
needs were satisfied, Maslow assumed human 
beings would ultimately strive toward self- 














actualization, nota second cai 





by some 2. 
home to the 35-hour workw 
to eight weeks of vacation a year (the 
average American gets го days), the 
economy is also expected to grow, 

but by 1.5 percent, You сап 
decide for yourself if the 
difference is worth it. 





“The morality of work is the morality of 
slaves,” wrote Bertrand Russell in 1932. 
He was mourning what is now our starkest 
self-betrayal. “The pleasures of urban 
populations have become mainly 
passive: seeing cinemas, watching 
football matches, listening to the 
adio, and so on,” he wrote. 
This results from the fact that 
their active energies are fully 
taken up with work; if they 
had more leisure, they 
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would again enjoy 

pleasures in which 
they took an 
active part.” 
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“I quit.” Each 
time I have said 
these words, 
the euphoria 
that follows 
negates any 
anxiety about 
the future. I must 
decide how I will spend 
my life or someone 
else will decide for 
me. Consumerism 
is about choices, 
we're told, and so it 
is. “Pd much rather 
have Fridays off than have 
some luxury item,” says Greg 
Lundgren, founder of Artists for 
a Work Free America. To buy my 
freedom from enslavement to 
meaningless work, I first must make 
the choice to spend less. 
Deborah Campbell 








Two pieces of grilled halal chicken topped with tomatoes, lettuce, ‘Arab bread’ and ‘Arab 
sauce.’ It's the McArabia, fresh to McDonald's franchises in the Middle East. But this is more 
than just a sandwich - McDonald's is trying to break a 50-percent fall in US fast-food sales 
on the Arabian Peninsula in 2002. These are the new trade wars, with personal consumer 
power rallied against shifting targets. For the moment, it's Brand America that's taking the 
heat. US product sales are down 25 percent overall in the Mideast, almost a quarter of 
Asians say they avoid American brands, and 21 percent of Europeans agree. 
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1 came out of my mother and was given a path to follow. You know what? I'm going 
sS follow it, Why? Because I'm scared shitless. How can I think on my own? Look at 
what happens to everyone who thinks on their own! So TII live my given life. Pll goto 
medical school, PI! become a doctor, Il marry a doctors Pl give birth to two 
ungrateful kids and somewhere down the road Til look back and probably smile, 
because I'll finally realize that there is no such thing as freedom. 


Irene 















































The modern apple. Have you ever asked yourself how many chemical products are required 
to bring this perfect, almost tasteless fruit to your table? Guess at least once before you read 
on. From fertilizers to pesticides to preservatives, the number can total more than 30. 

The health and environmental dangers are obvious, but there is something more profound 
in the apple as well. It's a simple question: who decided? Who chose the road, for all of us, 
that turned a sun-and-water snack into a chemical process? 


АМОТНЕК YEAR, ANOTHER ROUND OF RESEARCH THAT IS 
proving that organic farming can be smarter economics than 
monoculture agribusiness. Washington State University and the 
University of California compared the cash costs and profits of 
organic versus conventional farming; both found that with many 
grain, soy and fruit crops, organic systems bring in comparable 
or higher farm profits. Two Swiss institutes also weighed in, 
finding that organic farms may produce smaller yields, but make 
up the difference with lower outlay, No surprise: they're not 
making payments on brand-name agrochemicals. 





Still, the growing evidence of organic money-sense isn’t 
launching any green revolution. That's because conventional 
farming is propped by some pretty unconventional economics. 
What works best for organic farming — smaller farms, diverse 
crops, more labor — is antithetical to Big Food and the system 
that supplies it. In this unreal world, corporate farmers сап 
count on government subsidies, cheap oil and zero cost for toxic 
runoff, all to pump up yields for the endless conveyer belt of 
Wonder Bread, Whoppers and Pop-Tarts. With so many 
freebies, chemo-agriculture is still the best game in town, 


The full force of modernity reveals itself in the simplest things. Consider wine: the 
original recipe is grape juice and time. Today, each wine grape is a tiny concentration of 
potentially supercharged profit, with correspondingly heavy chemical protection. There are 
fertilizers and pesticides, of course, and then, for the juice, stabilizers, clarifiers, alcohols, 
preservatives and flavorants. So, you decide, you will drink organic wine. In many places, 
the word means nothing more than that organic grapes are used. Once picked, the chemical 
free-for-all begins. Grape juice and time are far from enough. 
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BESTWAY RECYCLING, LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 
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It's the quietest success story of our modern life: the 
expanding market niche at the tailpipe of our system. 
It’s a paradigm in which pollution isn't merely a 
consequence of economic growth, but an actual category 
of supply and demand. More than a thousand hot-button 
hazardous waste sites across the US are examples. Industry 
created these brownfields, landfills and toxic lakes, and the 
government responded with the Superfund, a multi-billion 
dollar clean-up project. That cash pipeline - $1.24 billion 
in 2003 alone - helps build an entire industry of 
“environmental remediation. Another exampl 
agricultural runoff kills natural fish stocks and habitat, 
and fish farming emerges as the fastest-growing food 
business. Designed to provide for us, our economic system 
is fatally blind to its waste. In every direction economic 
wealth; in every direction environmental debt. 














In June 2000, a group of French students arched their 
backs in the classic “J’accuse” posture and threw a 
lightning bolt across the body of economic academia: 
they denounced contemporary economics as “autistic.” 


A WORD OR TWO ON AUTISM. VICTIMS OF THE DISEASE ARE 
seen as living in their own world, often unaware of the people 
and events that surround them, They develop language patterns 
that make sense to no one except themselves, are intolerant 

of change and tend to repeat the same behaviors over and over, 
regardless of whether or not those behaviors are appropriate. 

The demand for *post-autistic economics” = namely a demand 
for diverse approaches to issues including unemployment, 
inequality and globalization - soon took on a life of its own. 
Within a year, a commission led by the respected economist 
Jean-Paul Fitoussi issued findings supporting the French 
students, The movement also crossed the English Channel, where 
Cambridge University, having made its mark on the discipline of 
mainstream economics, became the launchpad for more than 
two dozen PhD students who set out to do their own assessment 
of their field of study. 

Тһе Cambridge 27 ultimately declared economics to be 
“monopolized by a single approach,” and identified the dangers 
of teaching students the “tools” of a mainstream economics 
that is detached from reality. The British students’ findings 
differed only in timbre from the French demand for “escape 
from imaginary worlds,” and echoed challenges for a 
multifarious approach, an appreciation of the real-life context 
of economics and liberation from the absolute dominion of 
mathematical models. 

Economics fails to study real-world, open, dynamic, 
interconnected systems,” says Dr. Tony Lawson, whose book 
Economics and Reality isa pillar of the post-autistic movement. 
He draws attention to his colleagues’ reliance on models that in 
no way resemble economic life as it is actually lived. How can an 
entire discipline refuse to move beyond theories in which humans 
are assumed to live forever, have entirely rational 
expectations and behave selfishly at all times? = 
Lawson places the blame on 
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out of the profession." 

Critics of autistic economics agree on a number of key 
concerns. The first is that mathematical models are given a near- 
monopoly in study and research at the expense of alternative 
historical models and methodology. Second, orthodox 
economists, supported to some extent by forces opposing social 
change, promote the careers and works of like-minded peers 
who view current conditions in the chosen shades of gray. 
Finally, and in the most general sense, economics has detached 
itself from every other related field of study. 

Differences among the critics include whether the current 
problems reflect mere self-preservation among conservative 
economists or a trickle-down of marching orders from 
controlling interests, They also divide over whether the current 
approach to economics needs only to be expanded or, as Lee 
states, “What needs to be done is to develop a new economic 
theory that clearly rejects neo-classical theory and its 
properties.” In either event, the critics agree that clues to the 
antidote lie somewhere within the morass of economics 
abandoned by the mainstream. The selection ranges from 
Marxism and post-Keynesian theory to feminist and social 
schools of thought. 

Signs abound that the stranglehold of neo-classical economics, 
in its contemporary perversion, is finally being loosened. 

As student enrollment in economics generally declines, courses 
dealing with real-world issues are becoming ever more popular. 
“Economic theory has not delivered the goods,” concedes 
Princeton economist Ariel Rubinstein. And the link between 
economic theory and the practical problems of life in the real 
world? “Tenuous at best.” 
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fundamentalists in that they will attack any 
heterodox economist and try to drive him or her 





I can't see the sun in the sweltering catacombs. 

I’m like a cockroach roaming on the floor between 
an oven and a counter, stuck in a lightless corridor, 
flanked by high-rises in every direction. 


On the gray sidewalks, a few skinny, decrepit, almost leafless 
trees, A sonic barrage of ambulance sirens, horns and brake pads 
taxes my mind incessantly, There’s nothing to soothe the eye or 
the mind downtown, and no promise of escape in the dark 
asphalt arteries extending to suburbia. 

Ina back alley, I see supersized seagulls and obese pigeons 
battle it out for stale french fries, Postmodern oddities. This place 
is absurd; its square perfection is absurd. The lack of random 
shapes makes me suicidal. “Can you spare some change please: 
Excuse me, sir?” mumbles an older lady sprawled out sideways 
in my path. I sidestep her quickly. I can't handle dysfunctional 
urbanites anymore, and I can feel my claustrophobia take over 
My chest tightens, my throat goes dry and my eyes water freely 
The problem is plain. I'm stressed out, alone, depressed and high 
For a moment I actually wish I had an suv to get 
away from urban sprawl. 

At 28 years old Iam part of the first generation to be cut off 
from the Green Mother. It’s debilitating not to be able to go 
to beautiful beaches, pristine mountains, lush meadows and 
rainforests. They seem farther away each day. Every generation 
inherits less — and nota little less, but a lot. By the time my kids 
are old enough to ask where all the bears have gone, another long 
list of last remote areas will have been logged, mined, farmed 
and terraformed by raving mad entrepreneurs, fools who won't 
tire until every inch of this wild planet is under their thumbs. 
Can you seriously doubt it? 
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But put that kind of thinking out of your head. What matters 
today is productivity, efficiency and profit maximization. 
Lei 








s chainsaw 3,000-year-old trees to make another momentary 
blip in the Gor. Let's bu 
build factories and work camps. Hell, let’s turn on the oil taps, 


n the forests and dam the Amazon to 





bake the planet and if anybody protests we'll nuke them into 
submission. Hail Wal-Martization! Of course disconnection 
with nature has nothing to do with the rise in crazy people. Look 
at me. I'm a bipolar schizophrenic constantly wavering between 
sugar, nicotine, caffeine and alcohol to fill the void. The next step 
from here is Prozac, or heroin. If I'm lucky — that is, if I don't get 





cancer before retirement - I'll spend old age at the asylum, 
forever caressing a little flower in one hand and looking at forests 
on fading postcards. 

All want to do is to play in the wild once more before I lose 
it. Pd climb steep mountainsides, skipping over lichen-covered 
rocks and slippery undergrowth. At the top I'd bawl my farewell 
to the barren world and re-enter the misty cloud forest. Ра trot 
along fallen logs as long as I could until I found a little mountain 
stream to quench my thirst. Then I'd jump down and dance atop 





moss carpets, making owl noises and squirrel calls. Pd eat berries 
and mushrooms. Maybe a bear or wolf pack would come by to 
scare the shit out of me. It'd be good to feel something for once. 
When the sun would set Pd curl up under a giant tree and 
cover myself in pine branches. I'd rest there in the dark, waiting 
to be humbled into sleep. Martin Fournier 





“progress.” Hey professor: what price do we put on 


2 What's the opportunity cost of the 60-hour work 
jweek? Where’s the line item for the dead cityscapes of bij 
ulture? It's meme-to-meme in the halls of academe, and what's 
: the definition of reality 





1g. LONG-RUN EQUILIBRIUM FOR MONOPOLIST / In the lor 
5 will produce the output, OQ,, at which long-run marg 
— " marginal revenue. 
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Their standard procedure when faced by outside questioning is to avoid answering 
; andinstead to discourage, even to frighten off the questioner, by implying that he is 
uninformed, inaccurate, superficial and, invariably, overexcited. If the questioner has 
some hierarchical power, the expert may feel obliged to answer with greater care. 
For example, he may release a minimum amount of information in heavy dialect and 
accompany it with apologies for the complexity, thus suggesting that the questioner is 
not competent to understand anything more. And if the questioner must be answered 
but need not be respected = a journalist, for example, or a politician = the expert may 
release a flood of incomprehensible data, thus drowning out debate while pretending 
to be cooperative. And even if someone does manage to penetrate the confusion of 
material, he will be obliged to argue against the expert in a context of such complexity 
that the public, to whom he is supposed to be communicating understanding, will 
quickly lose interest. In other words, by drawing the persistent outsider into his box, 


the expert will have rendered him powerless. 
— Jahn Ralston Saul 
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+ Subject: 
+ Status: 


+ [havea student loan from my first degree, and in october, the bank called and told me 

. tostart paying it back. There was a mistake, though. am still a student, and full-time 

. students do not have to make payments. "No problem,” they said. "We will send you a 

. confirmation of enrollment form and all will be fixed ." A few days later, the bank sent me 

+ a letter telling me to get my university to fill out the form. They didn't include the form, 
> but they did seta deadline of October 31. 


> Icalled and asked a customer service person -theyarenot allowed to give out their 
names - if the bank could fax me the form. Yes, һе said. Four days later, the fax still 

had not arrived. | called and was told by another anonymous worker that the form could 
not be faxed. Then һе told me not to worry, because! could get a "schedule 2" form from | 


my university directly, and send that as proof | was: stillin school. | 
| 


| asked the university for a “schedule 2,” gota form, filled it out and sent it priority post. | 
Two days later, | called my bank. The form had arrived - one day late. Still, the customer 
service person told me my problem was fixed and that any interest charged to my loan | 
would now be reversed. A week or two later, ! got à call from the bank telling me thatthe | 
university had given me the wrong form, but that. the correct form (the Schedule 2) 
would not have been acceptable either. 


УУУУУУУ У 


Somewhat frustrated, | explained my story again to yet another nameless paper-pusher. 
| was told that things would be fixed once and for all, and | went home for Christmas. 

> Wheni returned, | was informed by the bank that! owed $350 in interest. 1 called again, 
> and finally, а customer service representative agreed that the whole mix-up was the 

> bank's fault. | got it on tape. 


к. 


The tape made my case more convincing. After many more calls - lost count ~a 
> manager was assigned tomy case. Although she never returned my calls, did find out 
> that the bank had agreed to pay part of the interest charged on my loan. 


> 

> As ofnow, the bank has accepted my confirmation of enrollment, backdated to the дау | 

> they received the incorrect form they had asked me to send them. I still do not know 
how much interest the bank will charge me for failing to meke loan payments while ı was) 
trying to show them that I wasn't supposed to be making loan payments. Meanwhile, | 


> 

> 

> they've reported me to two credit agencies. And I've closed my account, and cut up my 

> creditcard. ) 
> 

> 


Jamie Stone 






























The other day | went to the doctor. For some reason, I'd had excessive gas 
for two weeks- an unusual condition for a man my age. He said he'd write mea 
prescription for some pills. 

“Can't you tell me what caused it or how! can fix it?” 

“Just take one in the morning. ‚and one each night for 10 days." That advice 
cost me $110.1 went to the pharmacy with the prescription. 535 bucks for 
something that only fixes the. symptoms. I don't give a damn about the. 
symptoms. If my body is il, it's trying to tell me I've gottochange something. 

{call the doctor the next day and ask if there is anything | can do to fix the 
malady - not just the feelings that it causes. 

"You can get more over the counter." It'S like he was answering a completely 
different question. never even opened the bottle of pills. 

A week later, | confided the problem to a friend. "Have you been doing a lot of 
bending and lifting lately?” 

“well yeah - that's all до at my new. job." 

"You just need to relax your back for a couple of days." 

$145 to get started on what may be years of medication, Or a cure froma 
friend for free. 


Max. Katz 


. Once the personal. 
(ИРЕ елі is dates an CE 

e general happiness, the 
case becomes a treatable 
and tractable incident... : 















In ancient China, the village doctor would visit every once inawhile to ensure everyone 
was healthy. He would then receive а little something from each family. If you weren t 
healthy, he lost face, and you couldn't tend to your business and therefore wouldn't have 


much to give him. 


We have reversed this sane approach. Today, 


the sicker you аге and the greater the 
number of those who are ill, the richer the doctor becomes, and his: standing in the 
community goes higher. He has no incentive to keep you healthy other than his 
conscience. Which reminds me: why do doctors playa lot of golf? They de: 


serve it. 


Jeff Forsythe 
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Perhaps the drug industry should be given praise. 


They were faced with two possible strategies to maintain the extraordinary growth in 
prescription drug sales (annual income now stands at $400 billion, a sum larger than the 
GDPs of all but 13 countries). They could let loose new plagues upon the globe and then sell us 
the antidotes, or they could convince us to buy drugs we don't really need. For now, at least, they 
have gone with the lesser evil, Call them profi-ceuticals: drug regimens designed to treat the 
corporate bottom line. 

























Studies continue to show that the vast 
majority of users of SSRI antidepressants 
would benefit more from exercise, lifestyle 
change and possibly even placebos. What's 
more, Paxil, Zoloftand Prozac are linked with 
dependence, agitation and increased risk of 
suicide. But they also rake in $3.3 billion for 
GlaxoSmithKline (Paxil), $2.9 billion for Pfizer 
(Zoloft) and $2 billion for Eli Lilly in 2001 
(before Prozac went off-patent). Yoga won't 
be replacing these pills anytime soon. 


Anti-psychotics, once used only on 
patients with severe psychiatric 
disorders, are now used casually, even in 
young children, to treat so-called bipolar 
disorder and schizophrenia. The hazards. 
faroutweigh any possible benefits, and 
recently Zyprexa (54 billion sales for Eli 
Lilly has been linked in multiple studies to 
diabetes, severe hyperglycemia, coma 
and death. 


The poster child of lifestyle drugs, 
Viagra treats a problem that’s more 
often in the mind than the body. 
While targeted at just half of the 
population, Viagra still earned 

51.7 billion for Pfizer, The chance 

to expand to women patients — 

say, with a sudden swelling in the 
incidence оға disease invention 
called "female sexual dysfunction" — 
would bring any pharmacorp 
executive to attention. Hypertension is best viewed as a lifestyle 
problem and dealt with via diet and 
exercise. Drugs like Pfizer's Norvasc 
should be a last resort, not the first. But 
the blood pressure of Pfizer shareholders 
might rise dangerously with any threat 

If there ever was a societal disease to the $4-billion sales of Norvasc. 
repackaged for drug treatment, diabetes 
isit. These days nearly all cases of 
diabetes are type 2 (type 1 is an 
autoimmune disease that attacks the 
pancreas). According to the American 
Diabetes Association, more than 80 


Stomach hurts? You could change your diet or, 
if needed for ulcer treatment, undergo brief 


percent of people with type 2 diabetes regimen of antibiotics, Your doctor might see things 
are morbidly obese - this could be differently, however - a whole pseudo-medical 
counteracted with exercise and diet industry is based on ulcers and "stomach distress,” 


change, but where's the profit in that? 
Instead, Eli Lilly pulls in S2 billion for its 
drugs Humulin and Humalog. 


spawning products like Prilosec (55,2 billion) and. 
Prevacid ($3.6 billion). 


Sources: IMS Health, 2003; Reuters, 2003 


> 


Some say that ecstasy is the ultimate party drug, smoother than cocaine, less numbing than 
pot. Others describe ігіп more startling terms. ТІ 


it eases emptiness and rancorous individualism; 
from alienation and depression to a lack of spiri Most ofall, it seems > Y Р 
to give people an ability to feel inspired when otherwise they cannot, 





tension 





hey say it is a postmodern cure in a pill; that 
thatit is a chemical salve for everything 
tuality and community. 


4 





every worry, every | ` 
, 1s transformed into 


а positive amelioration... 


vvvvvvv 


-Herbert Marcuse 


i i ical Association's Diagnostic Manual III 
of labels in the American Psychologica Diagr ма 
po fan the familiar ADD (attention deficit disorder) to SLIF Genter PM 
t joni ‘ite, ODD (oppositional defiance disor B 
i unctioning) to my personal favorite, ) 0 efianc 
ee ie good old days gone, when we could just be an imbecile, idiot or moron? 
So few of us noware left unlabeled. 


MarciaTewell 








When entering a depression, you become a consensus human, à herd creature going through 


We motions that the wolves, interior predators, can spor mile away. You go through the 
motions of consensus: eating food from consensus cookbooks and restaurants imbibing 
consensus perceptions, beliefs, and knowledge from consensus newspapers and magazines, 
feeling consensus feelings offered by consensus television, music, and drama, and reading 


poetry, fiction, and nonfiction from consensus publishers. You have become the perfect 
midrange roadkill. 


- Jim Harrison 
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1 THEPLEDGE Saul Williams / INTRO 
"How much will it cost to buy you out of the reality that 
originally bought you a dime a dozen?" 
Written, produced and performed by Saul Williams, Saulohm Mı 
(SESAC)/Punk Rock of Gibraltor (EMI) www.saulwilliams.com 

2 INTERLUDE: JOURNEY INTO SOUND Dj Spooky 

3 GROSS DOMESTIC PRODUCT Adbusters 

4 COMING UP Ani DiFranco 
"Whoever's in charge up there better take the elevator 
down... or else we are coming up." 
Written and performed by Ani DiFranco, from the album “Not 
a Pretty Girl © 1995 Righteous Babe Music (BMD, Ani DiFranco 
‘appears courtesy of herself and Righteous Babe Records, nc. 
WWW righteousbabe.com. 

5 MUSLIM CHANT Baghdad Li 





/ BUY NOTHING DAY SPOT 











nd Savale, produced by Asian Dub 

published by QFM 
Chappell Music -"Am (Sym; еу produced 
by Mista White, from his album "Rough Masters" (1216 Records. 
2002) www. тізіміне сот 










Foundation, f 











14 DUBTOMETRY INTERLUDE Dj Spooky featuring 


Mad Professor 
"We're conditioned to accept the social ramifications as 
constants... but they re just as open to fluctuation as the 
‘societies that generated them."-Dj Spooky 
From the album "Dubtometry" (p) 2003 Thirsty Ear Recordings, Inc. 
2003 Paul D. Mille/Subliminal Kid Publishing (BMI), Ariwa Music 
(admin. by Tafari Music; Thirsty Ear Music (BM, licensed by 
permission by Thirsty Ear Recordings. inc., all rights reserved 
www.djspooky.com 











6 BASIC BEAT Tino / DYNAMITE FRESH Meat Beat Manifesto 15 STATE EXTENSION EBN 


"When you stop using your imagination, you ve got problems, 
because you're being controlled." 

Dynamite Fresh” written and produced by Jack Dangers, published 
by Songs of windswept Pacifie/Tweekland Music (BMI), from the 
album, "Tino's Breaks Volume Т" © Tino Corp 1998 
WwWw.tinocorp.com Performed by Meat Beat Manifesto, courtes 
of Run Recordings/Lakeshore Records 
www. brainwashed.com/mbm 

7 THAT SUBLIMINAL KID AND THE LAST MOHICAN Dj Spooky 
VS. DJ Goo / ADVERTISING Marshall Mcluhan 
"The medium is the message, the medium is the massage, 
the user is the content."-McLuhan 
From the album "Dubtometry" © 2003 Paul D. Miler/Subliminal 
Kid Publishing (BM), all rights reserved 
www. dispooky.com 

8 WHY IS THIS COMMERCIAL? Negativiand 
"This announcement serves legal notice that 
the phrase ‘culture jamming,’ as coined by 
Negativland in 1984, is the trademarked 
‘and copyrighted property of 
Negativland.” Made, played and 
appropriated by Negativland, from 
the album "Dispepsi" (Seeland, 

1997) www. negativland,com 

9 INTERLUDE / GIVE BLOOD 
(DJ SPOOKY REMIX) 1 








Saul Williams 
Written, produced and 
performed by Saul Willams, 
Saulohm Music 
(SESAC)/Punk Rock 

of Gibraltor (EMI) 


‘www. saulwilliams.com 


GEORGE W. BUSH) 
Coldcut 
“It's a fault in the system 
that people aren't allowed 
toexpress their 
dissatisfaction.” 
written by More/Black, 
produced by Coldcut, bass by 
Tim Brau, published by Just isn’t 
‘Music © Ninjatune 2001 
www. ninjatune.net 2 
THE FIRST CONSPIRACY (DRUM \ 
SOLO) The (International) Noise 
Conspiracy / LET FREEDOM RING 
Martin Luther King, Jr. 
"We want to put passion back 
into revolution.” 
From the album “The First Conspiracy,” published worldwide 
by Songs & Stories, written by The (international) Noise Conspiracy 
vwww.alt.digitalfarmers.com/tinc 
12 RELUCTANT WARRIOR The Fire This Time / 
AMERICAN PSYCHOSIS (SYMPTOM ONE) Mista white 
"The USA vision of the world .. „sells this kind of McDonald. 
ized world that everybody is supposed to aspire to.” 
Written by Das, Pandit, Savale, Andrade, Tailor, Shakur; vocals by 
Assata Shakur, recorded in Havana, Cuba by TFTT and the Forces 
of Dub, original mix by Asian Dub Foundation, available at 
Www firethistime.com. Co-conspirators for mix, Bobby Marshall 
and Charlie Lexton. This version has additional production, beats, 
voices added by Dj Spooky, published by Rykomusic inc. (ASCAP) 
This track goes out to Leonard Peltier, Mumia Abu-Jamal and the 
MOVE 9 "American Psychosis Symptom One)" produced by Mista 
White, from his album "Rough Masters” (1216 Records - 2002) 
www. mistawhite.com 
13 RIVERS OF DUB Asian Dub Foundation / 
AMERICAN PSYCHOSIS (SYMPTOM ONE) Mista White 
"We're not into empty posturing. We're more into. 
the spreading of ideas and perspectives.” 
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COMING UP Ani 


6 BASIC BEAT Ti 


9 INTERLUDE Dj spc 


THE FIRST CONSPIRACY (DRUM SOLO) Th 


RELUCTANT WARRIOR Th Time 
13 RIVERS OF DUB Asian Dub Foundat 


8 ROCK THE NATION (THE DAWNING) Mich 
19 DEEP SPACE -9ММ EP 


NEW WORLD WORDER Step 


Atr, 
2% 


“Tve instructed our military commander to totally rock 
America”-George Bush, Sr. (under heavy EBN influence) 
Written and performed by EBN, published by TVT Music, Inc. 
(ASCAP), courtesy TVT Records 





16 VAJRA KILAYA MIX Intrinsic Sky Sound System 


"The varja kilaya mantra is tra 
obstacles to enlightenment.” 





ionally thought to dispel 



























1 THE PLEDGE 5 
2 INTERLUDE: JOURNEY INTO SOUND D) 
3 GROSS DOMESTIC PRODUCT Adbuste 


INTRO Djs 


ONE IM CHANT Baghdad Uve!/BUY NOTHING DAY A 
DYNAMITE FRESH 


WHY IS THIS COMMERCIAL? Negativa 
GIVE BLOOD (DJ SPOOKY REMIX) 
10 REVOLUTION (FEATURING GEORGE W. BUSH) С 


LET FREEDOM RING Martin 
‘AMERICAN PSYCHOSIS 


AMERICAN PSYCHOS! 


T 5 Matthew Herbert/V 
STARBUCKS Matthew Herbert / VARIOUS EXCERPTS M 


5 REVOLVERLUTION Public Er 


1 SATISFIED? Але 


FAMOUS ANIMAL Hi 


23 ASYLUM OF DUB Mad Professor 


4 AS YET UNTITLED Aller Echo / LACK OF IDENTITY 


^ 5 LEAVING BABYLON Bad Brain: 


NUCLEAR WAR 


END THE VIETNAM WAR (DJ SPOOKY REMIX) 


DRUMS AND BREAKBEATS Illy 


Nonn PINK FROSTY DEMO ға 
Ay ING DAY AD IN JAPANESE Adbust 
Nos w, 


"ANT TO Be HAPPY К0857! 





Mix programmed and produced by intrinsic Sky Sound System, 
mantra sample chanted by The Lamas of Palyul 





17 STARBUCKS Matthew Herbert / VARIOUS EXCERPTS 


„Malcolm X & Mario Savio 
“The hijacking of public space with advertising... creates] 
a society informed by half-truths, exaggerations, distortions. 
or even lies. 

“starbucks” written and produced by Matthew "not for sale” 
Herbert, recorded at Magic and Accident, courtesy of Accidental 
Records www.themechanicsofdestruction org 








18 ROCK THE NATION (THE DAWNING) 


Michael Franti & Spearhead 
"Ifa nation's power lies in its ability to ki 
the people lies in its ability to survive." 
Performed by Michael Franti & Spearhead, remixed by Dj Spooky. 
music and lyrics by Michael Franti/Frantic Solutions (Universal 
Music/ASCAP) and Woodrow Farguheson Ir The World of 


the power of 














YMPTOM ONE) Mista! 
(SYMPTOM ONE) A 
ADS AND PHONE CONVERSATIONS, 
4 DUBTOMETRY INTERLUDE Dj Sp wing Mad Pr 


15 STATE EXTENSION 
10 REVOLUTION (FEATURING 16 VAJRA KILAYA MIX intrinsic Sky sou 





Hitropoliz (ASCAP), mixed by Paul D. Miler/Subliminal Kid 





Publishing (BMI) www.spearheadvibrations.com 
19 DEEP SPACE - 9MM ELP 
"Anyone who's going to tell me my shit is too dark, Im 
going to say, "Why is your shit so happy? Where do you live?” 
Written, produced and performed by El-P U. Meline/SESAC), 
from the album "Fantastic Damage,” courtesy Definitive 
Jux Records 
20 REVOLVERLUTION Public Enemy 
“The American Way is to dumb everyone down to consume 
for their happiness.” 
Written by Carlton Ridenhour, Kavon Shah, Lord Aswod; produced. 
and arranged by Professor Griff, musicians Khari Wynn, Randy 
Glaude, Kavon Shah; recorded at Tha Chamba, Atlanta, Georgia; 
mixed and engineered by Trinity (Andrea Cocloug of Studio 
ARS. Alternative Recording Solution, published by Terrordome 
Music Publishing LLC, administered by Reach Global Songs (BMI) 
Tagiyyah Music (BMI) 
21 SATISFIED? Jive 
Load your brain.” 
Produced by DJ Spinna, licensed courtesy of Coup D'Etat 
Entertainment LLC © 2002 Coup D'Etat Entertainment LLC 
22 FAMOUS ANIMAL Honey Barbara 
"I'm sorely aware of the feedlot 'm feeding in right now. 
but know there isa hole, a way out.” 
"Written and produced by Honey Barbara, from the album 1-10 and 
W. AVE. (Emigré Music), published by Floral Regulations (BM) © 
2001 Honey Barbara, contact 210,832.8960 jhsidlo@aol.com 
23 ASYLUM OF DUB Mad Professor 
"Do something. if you don't then you might as well be dead.” 
Produced by Mad Professor www.ariwa.com 
24 AS YET UNTITLED Alter Echo / LACK OF 
IDENTITY Marshall McLuhan 
Alter Echo's "mixes are oriented to a post-future, 
where the line between humans and machines 
no longer exists," says Charles Mudede, 
‘wwwalter-echo.com 
25 LEAVING BABYLON Bad Brains 
"Understand that this world Is in need of 
anew plan." 
Courtesy of Bad Brains & ROIR 
WWW.roir-usa.com 
26 NUCLEAR WAR 
Sun Ra & His Arkestra 
"This is not my home. This planet, 
to me, is like a railroad station. 
From the Unheard Music Serles 
reissue "Nuclear War,” courtesy 
Atavistic Worldwide 
www.atavistic.com 
27 NEW WORLD WORDER 
Stephan Smith 
"I have no other choice, I have 
to work for peace,” 
Written and performed by Stephan Smith, 














{rom the album "New World Worder 
(Universal Hobo/Synchronic), produced by 
Steve Rosenthal and Stephan Smith © Stephan 


Smith Publishing (А5САР) 
www.stephansmith.com 
28 END THE VIETNAM WAR (DJ SPOOKY 
REMIX) Allen Ginsberg / DRUMS AND 
BREAKBEATS IllyB. 
“whoever controls the language, the images, controls 
the race.” -A.Ginsberg 
Written and performed by Allen Ginsberg, published by May King 
Poetry Music (BMI), drumming and breakbeats by Billy Martin aka. 
ily, courtesy amuletrecords.com 
29 PINK FROSTY DEMO Fugazi 
“You are not what you own.” 
written and performed by Fugazi, courtesy of Dischord Records 
30 BUY NOTHING DAY AD IN JAPANESE Adbusters 
31 HUMAN BEINGS WANT TO BE HAPPY King Britt featuring 
Ursula Rucker 
think we need to stop trying to escape and deal with 
what's in front of us” -U.Rucker 
‘Music by King Britt for Fivešix Media, words by Angel Kyodo 
Wiliams, spoken word by Ursula Rucker © Waxpiottation Records 
2003 (p) Cosmic Lounge Music / BMG Music (BMI & Angel Kyodo 
Wiliams Music (ASCAP), courtesy of Waxploitation Records 
Spun Records 


LIVE WITHOUT DEAD TIME 
Mixed by Dj Spooky that subliminal kid 

Engineered by Chris Flam, Mindswerve Studios, NYC 
Producers: Kristen Lukovich, Dave Niddrie 

Research: Jon Nastor 





OUR COUNTY'S MARCHING To The BERT Now, / 
RHO WE MUST LERN TO STEP IN Time” 
SISTER Kinney 








No subject for immortal verse — 
That we who lived by honest dreams 
Defend the Bad against the Worse. 


our 

















169 000 


2.313 Million 


VAR MAY BE THE ULTIMATE IN VOODOO ECONOMICS 
Strip away the “external costs” -all the innocent dead, for 


example -and you have a vital economic stimulus. During a 


market slump, superpower war can supersize production, given 


that almost every level of the economy is enmeshed with the war 
effort. Money is a patriot. And if you refuse to believe that the 
benefits of the war economy have been discussed at the White 
House alongside liberty and democracy, then you're 
lunderestimating the intelligence of the people involved. 

The US military market position is absolutely eye-popping. 
In the coming year, the nation will spend as much on what they 
ontinue to call “defense” as the rest of the world's 191 countries} 
put together. The annual American military budget about 
15400 billion - is impossible to imagine on any scale. Break it 
down to the level of a single corporate contract, like Lockheed 
Martin's $ ro-billion part in the development of America’s next 
generation of fighter jets, and the money pumping into US m 
lis still far beyond the mind's eye. Try looking at it this way: that 
ingle jet-fighter contract represents about 12 times the amount 


Iraq spent on its military last year 


War adds value, too. Weapons that fail to prove their lethal 
potential go back to R&D, and those that do get a “conflict 
tested” boost in price. Either way, war helps maintain America’s 
position as the number-one arms dealer on Earth, with a lock on 

ercent of the business. There's an external cost here, too, that 
hasn't been measured: the US has sold weapons or military 
kraining to almost go percent of the countries on its “terror list.” 

If you can step back far enough, a question might emerge. 
How did we get here? When Dwight Eisenhower gave his final 
Laddress as president in 1961, he warned against what was then 
the new danger of “an immense military establishment and a 
large arms industry.” It was Dwight, not the hippies, who 
popularized the term “military-industrial complex.” At every 
tep along the way, that complex has been built on the 
psychology of permanent war: World War II, the Cold War and 
now the War on Terror. In a state of endless crisis, there is never 
La chance to wonder whether democracy and free choice should 
play any roll in such a mammoth machine. And the next project 
is already around the corner. George Bush calls it “the military 
lof the next century. 
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Last Sunday I wandered through the town of Ocosingo, nestled in a lush valley in Chiapas фм 
Istate. It's a Zapatista hotbed, and it's easy to see why the rebels decided to set up camp FEE > 
in the pristine hills. Tensions can run high іп Ocosingo. Deadly clashes between the army аё 
A^ guerrillas are not uncommon. But, at least among the locals I talked to, there is less 
iconcern about rebel violence and more worry about jobs. Agriculture is the town's 
Î lifeblood; small corn and bean plots dot the road into town. And soon, the farmers will 
E start competing with their heavily subsidized US counterparts, who will be allowed to 
dump their cheap goods on the Mexican market free of tariffs, thanks to the NAFTA free 
Mtrade agreement. 
When Mexico's president Vicente Fox took office іп 2000, it looked like he might be 
lable to convince his friend, George Bush, to rejigger NAFTA and give Mexican farmers a 
bit more breathing room. September 11 blew that agenda off course, and now, with 
Mexico refusing to support the US-led war on Iraq, Washington may move from 
aloofness to anger. The farmers in Ocosingo know their playing ground isn't going to 
improve anytime soon. In the town plaza, | watch a group of young campesinos 
lanxiously surround a man with a clipboard that lists jobs available in Mexico City, 
informal work, mostly, at dirt pay in the capital's gritty outskirts, far from their families 
and ranches. ee 
Monica Campbell E ы 
Mexico City, Мехісор * 


ШЕР». È 
Having seen the creativity of activism in many places around the world, the people of 
japan have had to continuously struggle for our movements. For example, antiwar: 
thanks to Bush's insanity, many youths have shown up on the streets, started dancing 
Wand playing music. This society faces so many problems; we are still homogenous and 
being led towards the right wing. More and more twisted nationalism has been 
'systematized and implemented in the media and education. 
Keisuke Morishita} 
Japan| 


I'm fed up with all the time Norwegians and Europeans spend discussing Bosnia, 
fghanistan, US-Iraq and Israel-Palestine, and how practically everyone around the 
lobe gets over-involved in watching CNN, or Al-Jazeera for that matter. So much time 

in discussion, and in so many different forums - in comfortable homes, fine restaurants, 

coffee shops, by email and phone. If people are so concerned about helping people in 
need and making the world a better place, why not start by helping your neighbor or 
friend instead? | remember my religion professor in elementary school was very fond of 
la story. He overheard two Swedish air hostesses who had seen poverty at close range 
ion a trip to the Middle East. 

“Well, isn't it fruitless to give these begging people something? Wouldn't it just be 
drops in the ocean?’ 

The other replied, “Well, what does the ocean consist of?" 

Jorgen Berner Ross 
Oslo, Norwa 
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Something was stripped bare іп the days ahead of the 
war in Iraq. It was that rare moment in which ап 


actual world majority could see that ultimate chimera 
- the system — working against them. On the one side, 
loverwhelming public opposition to the war. 


wildly disproportionate mass media support for a 


t (overwhelmingly so in the US and Canada. 
cheerleading (or, at best, corporate silence); and, of course, the 
[embarrassing spectacle of national governments horse-trading 
their morality in exchange for protection from the tantrums of 
the White House and Wall Street. Who could forget 1990, when 
{struggling Yemen cast its UN vote against the first Gulf V 
lost $70 million in US aid within a week? 

All of it was justa reminder. This is the way politics is played 
y day, out of sight - terms like “economic war" and “capital 
are only unfamiliar because they're better known as 
liplom. vestor nonconfidence." To see these 
lassaults in action, look to Brazil, the newest whipping dog, 
|At the end of last ye t Lula da Silva came to power 
promising to narrow the rich-poor gap (wider in Brazil than 
almost anywhere on Earth) and campaigning fierc 
International Moni und's globalization agenda. 
jonly a few months later, da Silva is treading carefully to avoid 
fan economic preemptive strike from the planet's most powerful 
banks and investors. His social programs are on hold, and an 


corporate 


and 


Presid 


austerity budget is planned to keep Brazil in the ме good books. 


It's hard to blame da Silva; if he wants to see the results of 
making war with local and global economic powers, he can look 
to his neighbors, Venezuela and Cuba. For even gr 


ter comfort, 


he might even look to Germany. In 1998, Gerhard Schröder 
campaigned on popular promises to firm up social welfare, 
Chancellor Schröder then abandoned that plan as nothing mor 
than pretty rhetoric. International investors had mobilized for a 
pullout, spooked by the threat that Schröder might govern not 
for them, but for the voting public 

The effect has been called “choiceless democracy.” Cast 
whatever ballot you like; you have already lost the most 
fundamental options. Government is only one force, and not a 
strong one, alongside corporate power, corporate media, the 
investment сіне and the influence of the world's most powerful 
nations and institutions - all of which cross-pollinate. It’s not 
a conspiracy. It's just business as usual 

Where does that leave the so-called “global citizen”? The 

short answer is: frustrated and angry. More and more of us 
are stretched thin, genuinely fearful that the next tremor in the 
market will put us out of a job or a home- it seems safer not to 
rock the boat. Political philosopher Slavo Zizek, who has lived 
under and studied both communist regimes and liberal 
democracy, sees too many similarities for comfort. “Choices 
made by people in democratic states are not necessarily less 
compulsory, and yet they experience these choices as though 
they are free,” he says. “We have returned to the concept of 
history as fat 








THE WORLD MAY HAVE CHANGED FOR THE PEOPLE OF THE 
[United States on 9/1 1, but for the people of Pakistan it changed 
in the weeks that we saw what the American military machine 
zh-tech 
barbarianism of modern times. They may also be right in 


оша do. They would be justified in calling it the h 


suggesting that it isa plain contradiction that America and its 
friends use weapons of total destruction to justify thei 
eliminate weapons of mass destruction. But what is really 
interesting is the fact that Saddam Hussein, who was never liked 
lin Pakistan for his friendly stance toward India (with which 
Pakistan has fought almost four wars over the disputed territory 


lof Kashmir), is becoming an icon of defiance and resistance. 


war to 


I guess this is just one of those crises of options 
But underlying all this anger is the fear that all of us in Pakistan] 
could be next on the list of targets. Pakistan has nuclear arms 
It is considered a nursery of religious fundamentalism, which the 
Americans believe is Enemy No. 1. The Western media has raised 
fears that nukes might fall into the wrong hands, and that 
Pakistan may have ties with North Korea and Iran, the other two 
members, after Iraq, of President Bush's “axis of evil." For now, 
the Pakistani government is swearing allegiance to the usa and 
its war on terror, but I admit that I was shocked = yes, shocked — 
to see the multitude of people that the religious right could bring 
lout in Rawalpindi, the sister city of the Pakistani capital 
Islamabad, to protest the American war 
placards, but the one I remember best was: “Enough Bullshit.” 


There were many 





The survival of nation states, especially the ones that defy in 
lany way the lone superpower, is becoming very difficult. But I 
still believe that the best defence for countries like ours is more 
investment in people — eradicating poverty, creating jobs, 
increasing literacy and providing access to at least basic health 
services and clean water. I don't see the point of spending more 
than half of the country’s resources on the military when almost 
half of the 140-million population lives in abject poverty, 
deprived of even the most basic needs. 

I have always believed that desperation bı 

ess we can only eradicate extremist attitudes by с 


eds extremism, 
ating a 
world of equity and fair play. But it seems a tall order. Just this 
evening I was talking to a colleague at work, and I asked him 
what would he do with this anger. He replied that, given the 
hance, he would go to Jihad (holy war). I asked what difference 
that would make. He took a moment and replied, “Nothing. 
l agreed. 

How can we pool the flames of our fury to change this world? 
I find no answers. But until we do, we live in fear -of being 
hartacked, killed and maimed; of being subjugated. I just pray! 


Muddassir Rizvi 
Islamabad, Pakistanį 











Message to the rest of the world: bı 
e world: begin your s 
hurts, right in“ Za 


our” corporations. Boycott every 
movies, invest; У 


ts, food and chain stores. 





ANTI-WAR DEMONSTRATION IN JAKARTA, INDONESIA, MARCH 19, 2003 


gical strike on America. Hit us where it 
hing American, US-made clothes, 


AT THE LAUNCH OF HIS WAR, GEORGE BUSH DECLARED A 
“moment of truth.” His instincts were right, but the moment had 
already passed, on February 15, when at least 10 million people 
ondemned American jingo in cities worldwide. It was the largest 
day of protest in world history 

war jams” and international opinion 


nt. In fact, 


The peace marches, 
polls were dismissed by George Bush as irrelev 
though, they had reshaped reality and created the first activist 
flashpoint of the 21st century. Suddenly, Bush 
as much, perhaps, as Saddam and Iraq 
Jers for the war, 


nd America were 
in defiance of the world 
No one, not even the most wide-eyed cheerle 
‘ould continue to deny it. What's more, this new fact actually 
mattered. The more intelligent politicians responded, attempting 
ht least to appear to represent their electorate. Those with deeper 
faith in leadership than democracy carried on towards war, 
ard in their tarnished armor. They were criticized in places 
ganda and Chile, in Bangladesh and Indonesia, and again, 
this actually meant something. It was an emerging global civil 
o warriors 


Босісгу trying its hand at democracy = the gift 


were trying to impose on Iraq. 
but who's winning? Saddam 
Hussein will not be missed, but the fight against the war was 
Labour the means, not the ends. America walks away an 

a toxic symbol of imperial swagger. 
The rest of us step closer to some kind of global culture, and 


History is written by the winners, 


unwanted hero, its “brand 


wonder what good is a global cop that takes its orders from 


Ino one. 








| LANDED AT CHICAGO O'HARE FOR MY CONNECTING FLIGHT, WHICH HAD BEEN DELAYED FOR 
three hours. | had nothing to do and nowhere to go, no desire for anything but to observe 

ле weird social and physical beauty that is the modern airport. | decided to write, ona 
regular piece of notebook paper, the words, “No Blood For Oil.” | then walked around the 
lairport holding it in front of me. | got a few frowns, a few smiles. 

Then an airport employee rudely stood in front of me. He told me that | was breaking the 
law by “distributing my propaganda,” and that | would be arrested if | continued. | told him! 

anted to speak to his superiors. The only words out of his lips were, “I suggest you talk to 
the officers at the police booth near the entrance.” I took his advice. 

After 10 minutes or so, an officer appeared and asked what | wanted. | told him about my 
handwritten message, and he said | could be arrested for it. | then asked if! would be 
arrested if | wrote "I like airports" on my piece of paper. “Try it and see what happens,” he 
said. Then he gave me the police department phone number. 

BÉ | was eventually connected to a sergeant. He was understanding; he told me that | would 
ре arrested for walking around the airport with a piece of paper that read “No Blood For Oil," 
because it would disrupt the flow of human traffic. | asked if I would be arrested for a piece 
lof paper that said "GO USA.” He said he didn’t know. My last words to the sergeant were, 

"| think things stand like this: if | expressed “50 USA,’ I would be following the law; if! 
expressed "МО USA,’ I would be arrested.” He didn't respond. | ran to my gate and gave the 
stewards my ticket. 

Anonymou: 








| WAS BROWSING THROUGH ONE OF THOSE LARGE, ANONYMOUS MEGA-BOOKSTORES THE 

ther day when a middle-aged woman, walking the aisles with her adolescent daughter, 
recognized me from the local community college. She benignly asked what | was studying 
(photography), then what | hoped to do with that line of interest. 

“I'd like to make some sort of a difference if I can, though | don't hold out a lot of hope." 

She cocked her head. “Why's that?" came the concerned reply. 

"Because there are too many stupid people at the top, 

Imagazines in a tight grasp and turned to walk to the checkout, tossing a cursory wave and а 
"Take care" over my shoulder. l immediately felt a guilty lump in the pit of my stomach. I had 
just directed at a perfectly amiable woman my frustrations for a system that she was, to my 
knowledge, no part of. | stalled at the counter, sorry for having handed her a black nugget 
that did по one any good and thinking about what impact might have had on her daughter. 
Could | be a marble out of the blue knocking her towards cynicism? By the time I paid, the 
two were just leaving the store. | followed. 

On the steps outside I spoke up. "I'm sorry. | didn't mean to come across so jaded and 
bitter in there. It's just that there are so few people that care about politics and life outside 
of their little bubbles. Sometimes it seems like such an impossible fight. A lot of people 
[eripe and complain about laws they don't like but then never do anything about it. It gets 
frustrating.” 

She looked at me with a smile, taking her daughter's hand, and said, "Don't give up so 
easily. It's a hard fight, but its winnable. Don't give up.” 

Thanks. 





Arthur Tucker 


RALLY IN SAVANNAH, GEORGIA, MARCH 20, 2003, IN SUPPORT OF LOCAL TROOPS SERVING IN IRAQ: 


һе cloud of gas was getting closer. A large force of 
police was right behind it, lobbing concussion 
grenades into the crowd, pushing us up Pine Street 
апа away from the convention center where the 

orld Trade Organization had met earlier that day. 


When we reached some high-rise apartments at Eighth and Pine, 
some guy on one of the upper floors put his guitar amp out on his 
balcony, cranked it up Loup, and started playing 
Woodstock Jimi Hendrix version of “The Star-Spangled 
Banner.” A cheer rang out from the crowd below. It was one 
lof the most beautiful acts of protest I've ever see 


a pitch perfect, 


These days the anthem conjures images of war, or of the heavy 


police presence at pro football games and Fourth of July 
celebrations. Most people don’t know that the tune was lifted 
from an old English drinking song. They don't know that the 
original lyrics were about a group of English dandies called The 
|Anacreonic Club who petition their patron to teach them to 
sing, drink and do the nasty all night long 

Anacreon was a bard of intoxication and sex who lived in 
[Greece around 500 BC = the era of the sects that celebrated 
Dionysus (a.k.a. Bacchus), the god of revelry and wine, of 
kliscombobulation of the normal order of the senses, of pure 
subjectivity, of irrationality or perhaps meta-rationality. 
Dionysian festivals w 
land people would dance and run, naked and howling, through 
the woods, where tribal taboos and the normally acceptable 
range of behavior were sacrificed to the full and immediate 


orgies where frantic music was played 


ence of life, and unrestrained freedom was sought in every 

y nable. Both Greek and Roman authorities saw the 
Dionysian cults as dangerous rabble-rousing. The Roman Senate 
even outlawed their celebrations and destroyed their temples in 
lan effort to eradicate the scourge. 

Somewhere in the dimly lit reaches of the human experience, 
though, a certain truculent spirit of freedom and revelry encoded 
itself into poetry, sound and rhythm. It resided in the human soul 
for thousands of years, erupting spontaneously from time to 
time, only to be subsumed into the forward march of civilization. 
In one such outburst, the spirit came spilling out of the mouths of 
English drunks and into the ears of Francis Scott Key. It came 
welling back up from inside him during the War of 1812, at 
which point he changed the lyrics and imprisoned the song on 
paper, where it later became the American national anthem. 
After a century or so of being pimped as propaganda, it climbed 
its way into the Lsp-infused brain of Jimi Hendrix and came 
blaring out of his guitar to rain down on a bacchanalian festival 
in the 1960s. It trickled down through the population and was 
[eventually spat out of the mouth of Roseanne Barr, in disgust, 
lat a major league baseball game in 1990. From there it splattered 


into a million pieces as Negativland used a severely fragmented 


form as an audio argument against intellectual property laws 
privatizing music and thought itself. Finally, for me, it came 
screaming out of the amplifier of an anonymous fifteenth floor 
musician on Pine Street in Seattle on November 30, 1999. 

Even as the police tried to scare us back into our seats (“No 
dancing in the aisles!”), this spirit, long thought co-opted by 
advertising agencies and the entertainment industry, was pushing] 
us through a doorway where our roles as spectators would be 
burned away and we'd be hoisted up on stage to create our own 
roles. From labor activists to window-smashing anarchists, what 
everyone was protesting that day, in essence, was a life where the 
rules of the game are defined for us by people we'll never meet 
and can never even speak to. Even the most clueless thrill-seeker, 
who joined the protests just because they were the most exciting 
game in town, was responding to the boredom inherent in a 
society where your identity is determined entirely by your role 
asa producer and consumer in the economic machinery 

Inever took the national anthem seriously until that moment 
in Seattle; I had always thought of it as the song they used to 
remind us to excuse the actions of the American military 
Suddenly, in one of those rare moments when art comes to life 
and escapes from the frames and stages and packages that keep 
it captive as a mere commodity, it literally became an anthem 
about defending the land of the free under the rockets’ red glar 
with bombs bursting in the air, while actual concussion grenades 
exploded around me and tear gas enveloped us all. People 
screaming in defiance. A police helicopter circling above, shining 
its spotlight down on us. The electric Star-Spangled Banne 
echoing through the streets as a wall of storm troopers advanced 
toward us. This memory will remain seared into my brain until 
the day I die. 

From time to time, situations pop up in our lives that can't 
be assimilated into the daily drudgery. Maybe it happens when 
you're ata giant art celebration like Burning Man, or when 
you're just playing music with your friends. Maybe you have a 
near-death experience that makes you realize you've been 
wasting too much time, or maybe you have a psychedelic 


epiphany that makes you see just how small a box we keep our 
minds in. Either way, when the social codes and prefabricated 
routines that are spoon-fed to us by our institutions break down, 
we catch a brief glimpse of what life could be if we ever stepped 
off the treadmill. This is the meme that’s awakening in our 
culture. Once seen, it can never really be unseen. 

Jason Jens 








Таке America apart at the seams and rebuild it. When leadership Forget single-brand consumer boycotts. Go for the jugular 













has lost its legitimacy, activism goes extreme. For some it's as Boycott the whole cancerous empire of corporate 

simple as cutting the flow of money to the war machine - collusion, unlawful war and misinformation. Boycott Brand 

diverting taxes to non-profit and peaceful endeavors. For others, America (www.adbusters.org) will last as long as the Bush 

it’s throwing the president out of office, crushing “business as administration's war fixation and beyond. The folks at 

usual,” creating a whole new political landscape. www.boycottamerica.org> agree in their clarion call for 

"commercial disobedience.” We're moving toward a worldwide 

Running roughshod with its rule of law, the White House has mbargo. Muslim clerics in Egypt and Qatar have issued fatwas 

created chaos on the streets of Baghdad, brought hell to civilian gainst importing US products, citing the connection with 

bunkers in Iraq, and removed regimes with the furrow of a brow. iolence against Palestinians. 

Hyperbole? Not according to former US Attorney General Ramse) 

Clark who's leading the charge to impeach President George in this, the empire's final phase of glory, expect new political 
Bush and his cohorts Cheney, Rumsfeld and Ashcroft. While parties to emerge and supplant the current options. A first, rather] 

Clinton faced impeachment for covering up his extramarital limsy attempt is Party Y. Aiming at those under 30, the party 

laffair, Bush's crimes are of another league. Allegations include founders rightly say that youth have lost faith in the stultifying 

directing a “first strike” of aggression against Afghanistan political process. While their platform (to be determined by 

causing thousands of deaths, ordering war on terror attacks “on internet vote) and plans (use reality TV to build membership) 

civilians, civilian facilities and locations where civilian casualties seem both fresh and flaky, they signal the arrival of new threats 

lare unavoidable,” and “making, ordering and condoning false to America's current lesser-evil options on voting day. 

statements and propaganda . . . to create a climate of fear and 

hatred and destroy opposition to his war goals." For more, see -- —— 

I-www.votetoimpeach.org». 190 illegal things to remind myself that 


the lawi 
These things keen me going Isa social construct, nothing more. 


Nathan Schulte 


he Bush administration has a guiet 
[passion for Big Tobacco. While 
member nations of the World Health 
(Organization are set to ratify а 
tobacco control treaty іп May - after 
four years of talks – US intransigence 


In military parlance, it's called “softening” — the has ensured theyll be voting опа 


diluted document. The US body- 


elimination of any barrier to a full-scale attack. checked a proposed advertising ban, 
It happens in politics, too. The White House Giro voke mpige on ree 


speech, and opposed pro-tax 


softened the public for the Vietnam War with measures and second-hand smoke 


restrictions. In fact, the US 


ithe Gulf of Tonkin incident, a fabricated claim еттеп official position 
of unprovoked North Vietnamese naval attacks. “72965 10 of the 11 treaty deletions 


ought by Philip Morris in a letter to 
In Gulf War I, the story was Iraqi soldiers dumping Kuwaiti babies out of hospital incubators, һе president in early 2001. And don't 
ja yarn that is now known even on the US Senate floor as the Baby Incubator Fraud. At the let it be said that the Marlboro Men 
brink of Gulf War II, headlines blared that Iraq was moving chemical weapons to the front don't know how to say thanks; they 
lines - the last we'd hear about that “imminent threat.” Why the lies? Why the never-ending quickly sent a $57,764 contribution to 
rumors of enemy evil and promises of liberation? Because the ugly self-interest of һе Republican Party. The kicker: 
realpolitik, of client states and economic power plays, doesn’t tend to fly with the public. health advocates now doubt the US 
We сап" always see the larger plan behind the smoke and mirrors, but we always know ill bother to sign the treaty, even 
this: there is a larger plan. after overseeing its emasculation. 


"That land over there is yours. You will go back to it one day, he damage inflicted by Agent Orange in the Vietnam War can be seen 
because your fight will prevail and you'll have your homes jin the jars of deformed, dioxin-laced fetuses housed at the Tu Du 
and your mosques back again, because your cause is right Hospital in Saigon. While a recent US appeals court granted disability 


ind God is on your side." So said US national security adviser payments to American war veterans who got prostate cancer and 
Zbigniew Brzezinski to CIA-backed Afghan Mujahedeen liabetes from exposure to the defoliant, Vietnamese victims were 
"freedom fighters” on the Pakistani border after the Soviet iven a cold shoulder. At a conference on Agent O's legacy held in 
invasion of Afghanistan in 1979. Apparently God switched Hanoi last spring, the US embassy said “neither compensation nor 
sides when the Mujahedeen morphed into the Taliban. reparations were granted or contemplated for the future.” 


Uncle Sam sat on his hands while 131 nations ratified the Ottawa Convention banning International war criminals are 
anti-personnel landmines. Now Washington says it will sign by 2006, but not before it spends finding Florida a most hospitable 
5900 million to develop “alternative” mines that don't fit the treaty definition. US companies place to relax. That state alone is 
asertron and Primex Aerospace, for example, are working on high-voltage “taser” landmines home to over 100 known foreign 
that fire barbed darts capable of pumping 50,000 volts into the target. Tasertron claims that torturers and executioners granted| 
he subject falls and “remains conscious and alert but cannot control his muscles. A timing legal residency in the US. Many of 
circuit will permit keeping the subject incapacitated until they can be taken into custody by these heavies got their green cards| 
nearby troops." after they provided the CIA with 
information about the malevolent 
regimes that they participated in. 
Paranoia of anything remotely Marxist led America to susta hanks to official Meanwhile, thousands of people 
lin the Contra insurgency against Nicaragua's Sandinista istonewalling, it's anyone's hose only known crime is being 
government throughout the 1980s. The US was eventually guess what's happening in born in the nations on America's 
chastised by the World Court for mining Nicaraguan harbors, the interrogation chambers error list are being deported 
but that was only part of a larger pattern. Former CIA analyst at Guantánamo Bay, Cuba. Is Ibecause they don't possess 
[David MacMichael told the World Court that the US used the һе US following international immigration papers. If only they 
Contras to “provoke cross-border attacks by Nicaraguan law? We just don't know. [had some dirty secrets they could 
forces and thus serve to demonstrate Nicaragua's aggressive hat the Pentagon will say hare with the White House. 
nature.” The attacks would also force the government to lis, interrogators will now be 
clamp down on its own people, said MacMichael, referred to as "human 


| demonstrating its allegedly inherent totalitarian nature." intelligence collectors." Nicholas Klasse! 





> Subject: 
> Status: 


> 

> Free to il free to pound beers, free to fuck anything in sight. free to kick 9 and take 

> names, free to roll over anything alive or dead in my honkin’-ass r ee to smack a 
> child free to own a dog and eat a fucking whopper... yeah 'm free. Free 10 destroy, any 
> day ofthe week. As long as1 will violence, "min the clear. As soon as want love and 

> kindness, I'm stuck with nowhere to go but the nearest wall 

> drew Smith 





> As the clouds of war thi 
> Best, 
> Oliver 


Іп George Orwell’s 1984, Britain is renamed Airstrip One, 
and yes, we are very used to the roar of Bs2s — American 
planes, made in America. I won’t soon forget a sarcastic 
Briton asking our prime minister, Tony Blair, a question 
lon TV, and addressing him as “Mr. Vice President.” 


Here we are, a kind of ground zero for the total disconnection 
between the citizens’ wishes and what is done in our name by 
politicians, Powerless to stop our elected leader, we looked on 
with horror as he cozied up to an authoritarian fundamentalist 
president and committed atrocities in our name. Over a million 
[marched through London to protest his war plans and were 
shrugged aside. The opinion polls gave him hardly any support, 
but so what? To cap it all, many of Blair's domestic policies 
[mimic the odious divisiveness and ecological recklessness of the 
American Right. 

Being so misrepresented by our representatives and having our 
express wishes so ignored causes what shrinks call Learned 
IHelplessness. It has been observed in dogs that are repeatedly 


given electric shocks over which they can exercise no control. 


Humans, too, display a helplessness when placed in situations 
where whatever they do makes no difference to what happens 

The net result of having our governments colonized by 
[Americans and their ideology is political Learned Helplessness, 
lı lethargy and hopelessness towards conventional electoral 
politics. In both America and Britain, retailing booms as never 
before while turnouts at elections are at record lows. Some may 
still march against war on a Saturday, but the vast majority of 
Britons ignore the public realm and concentrate on the weekday 
world of being a successful worker in order to afford rapacious 
weekend consumption, We are lured by endless newspaper 
lifestyle sections and sponsored TV programs into a glittery 
private cave of purchasing decisions that are bogus attempts 
lat self-definition, 

The result is depression, the grimmest export of American 
imperialism. A 25-year-old American today is somewhere 
between three and 10 times more likely to be depressed than one 
in 1950, despite being massively more affluent. By 19508 
standards, a normal, modern American child is mentally ill: 
the average score on tests of anxiety today is the same as what 
“neurotic” child psychiatric patients tallied so years ago. 

The pattern is increasingly familiar worldwide. In the developing 
world, the more urbanized, industrialized and Americanized the 
population, the higher the rate of mental illness. The fact that 
schizophrenics in developing nations recover far quicker and 
[more fully than in developed ones is the strongest proof that 
America is selling us a toxic culture 

Politically disempowered and increasingly damaged by 
personal depression, we witness а flowering of escapist false 


consciousness (Karl Marx’s term for the lies that conceal the 
exploitative goals of capitalism). It builds, of course, on a pr 
existing tendency to evade reality found to some extent in all 
of us. People everywhere tend to live in a rose-tinted bubble of 
positive illusions, keeping themselves from going bonkers by 
believing that friends like them more than they really do or that 
bad things ar 


ess likely to happen than is actually the case. 
5. Eliot was spot on when he wrote that “Human kind cannot 
bear much reality.” 

But if all humans have psychic defenses against difficult truths, 
American culture exploits that love of fantasy to distract us away 
from its greedy destructiveness and towards unthinking 
consumption. This is done in the nakedly imperial feature films 
and TV series that fill our screens with beautiful American 

haracters enjoying both the materially opulent and the 
emotionally rich lifestyles that so seldom coincide in reality 
(40 percent of people in the Forbes Top 100 say they are less 
happy than the average American). This whole genre, starting, 
with Dallas and Dynasty and continuing with Sex and the City, 
is an advertorial for the American Way. Like chocolate ice 
cream cookies, viewers tune in everywhere to indulge the fantasy 
all the way to the bottom of the pot, only to feel emotionally 
sick afterwards. 

Despite unprecedented access to information about the world 
and its workings, like the inhabitants of the proverbial Moose 
Droppings, lowa (only 15 percent of whom һауе a passport), 
Europeans are also intensely focused on the private, esoteric 
trivia of bodies and buying. As unelected monsters like Dick 
Cheney and Donald Rumsfeld take over our governance, the 
slogans featured in Orwell's 1984 look increasingly like the 
predictions they were never meant to be when the book was 
written in 1948 

WAR IS PEACE 

FREEDOM IS SLAVERY 

IGNORANCE 15 STRENGTH 

From doublethink to doublebind to helplessness. That's the 
report from Airstrip One as we wait, passively, for the next turn 
of the screw in our Special Relationship with Americ 


Oliver James is a clinical psychologist, author of They F*** 
You Up (Bloomsbury, 2002) and Britain on the Couch - Why 
We're Unhappier Compared with 1950, Despite Being Richer 
(Arrow, 1998). 











usually a navy officer, accompanies the President wherever he goes. 





This young man has a black attaché case 








which contains the codes that are needed to fire nucle 





r weapons. Y 


Tcan see the President at a staff meeting considering nuclear war 
as an abstract question 









n One, the decision 








is affirm. 





ative. Communicate the Alpha line xyz. 


Such j 





gon is what keeps what is involved ata distance 


My suggestion, then, 





quite simple 


Put that nec number in a little 


[ei his own hands Į killing one human being. 


I'm sorry but tens of millions must die 


The President then would have to look 





and realize what death is — what an in death is. 


Blood on the White House carpet: it's reality brought. 






“Му God, that's terrible. Having to kill someone 
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seasons progress, and nature has her own 
les and try to figure out what color of * 
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and pink and white of nature’s spring alert is 


Lorie A. Jo 











“Naturally the common people don’t want war; but after all itis the leaders who determine 
the policy, and it is аћуаф a simple matter to drag the people along, whether itis a 
democracy, or a fascist dictatorship, or a parliament, or a communist dictatorship. Voice or 
no voice, the people can always be brought to the bidding of the leaders. That is easy. All 
you have to do is to tell them they are being attacked, and denounce the pacifists for lack of 
patriotism and exposing the country to danger. It works the same in every country.” 





[= Today the Swastika forces the world to take a position for 
or against us. The world must decide; it has no choice. 


o They hate our people because it is decent, brave, 

(2 industrious, hardworking and intelligent. They hate our 
Views, our social policies, and our accomplishments. They 
hate us as a Reich and as a community. They have forced us 
into a struggle for life and death. We will defend ourselves 
accordingly. All is clear between us and our enemies. 


(2 This war is a defensive war. It was forced upon us by our 
+ enemies, who wish to destroy the possibility of life and 
growth for our nation. 


2) All we possess we won as a free people. Without our 

— freedom, it would have no purpose, meaning or endurance. 
Itis better for a nation to be impoverished but free rather 
than to seem prosperous, but end war as slaves. A free 


people can rebuild everything lost in defending its freedom. 


We are the ones fighting for order, for a solution to the 
° crisis and the avoidance of anarchy. 


X | don't believe there's many shades of gray in this war. 
You're either with us or against us; you're either evil or 
you're good. 


Se There's still an enemy lurking around which hates America 
And they hate us for what we love. We love freedom, and 
we're not changing... And so long as we hold freedom 
dear, there's an enemy lurking around out there which will 
try to cause further harm on the American people - that's 
just the way it is. That's the clear reality we face. 


* The United States and other nations did nothing to deserve 
or invite this threat, but we will do everything to defeat it. 


X Perseverance is power. In the ruins of two towers, at the 
western wall of the Pentagon, on a field in Pennsylvania, 
this nation made a pledge, and we renew that pledge 
tonight: whatever the duration of this struggle, and 
whatever the difficulties, we will not permit the triumph 
of violence in the affairs of men - free people will set the 
course of history. 


This nation and our friends are all that stand between a 
world at peace and a world of chaos. 





GREEN BERETS DONT ALWAYS 
WEAR GREEN BERETS. 





THE ALL-AMERICAN AD FIRM LEO BURNETT RAKED IN 5150 MILLION FOR THE US ARMY'S BIGGEST 
BRANDING SHIFT IN YEARS, FROM “ВЕ ALL YOU САМ BE” TO “AN ARMY OF ONE.” TAPPING INTO 


ICURRENT CULTURE THROUGH LIFESTYLE MAGAZINES, 
АМО ABOVE ALL ELSE INDIVIDUAL ATTITUDE. FROM 


USA vs The World 


World Opposition 


Abana 437, 
Argentina 571, 
Australia 337 
Bolivia 
Bulgaria 31% 
Cameroon 47%, 
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Germany 94%, 
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Kenya 309 
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Nigeria 401. 
Piste n 7, 
Russia 32%. 
m Атка 337 
(uA 371, 
a адам ШІ 
anh 71° 
М 907» 
Uruqua 49. 


u 55% 
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UN. planet 
two rival superpowers: Rogue Nation USA ai ps racy. 


Imagine, if you can, a small room, hexagonal in shape 
like the cell of a bee. It is lighted neither by window 
nor by lamp, yet it is filled with a soft radiance. There 
are no apertures for ventilation, yet the air is fresh. 


There are no musical instruments, and yet, at the moment that my meditation opens, this room is 
throbbing with melodious sounds. An armchair is іп the center, by its side a reading desk - that is all the 
furniture. And in the armchair there sits a swaddled lump of flesh - а woman, about five feet high, with 
a face as white as a fungus. It is to her that the little room belongs. 

Anelectric bell rang. 

The woman touched a switch and the music was silent. 

“I suppose I must see who it is," she thought, and set her chi 


| But it was fully 15 seconds before the round plate that she held in her hands began to 
[f glow. A faint blue light shot across it, darkening to purple, and presently she could see the 
|| image of her son, who lived on the other side of the eart! 
“Kuno, how slow you аге.” 
W ` He smiled gravely. 
“| really believe you enjoy dawdling.” 
"| have called you before, mother, but you were always busy or isolated. | have 
something particular to say.” 
“What is it, dearest boy? Be quick. Why could you not send it by pneumatic post?” 
“Because | prefer saying such a thing. | want -" q 
"Well?" 
"| want you to соте and see me.” 
Vashti watched his face in the blue plate. 
“But | can see you,” she exclaimed. “What more do you want?” А 
¥ / “1 want to see you not through the Machine,” said Kuno. "I want to speak to you not 


Y à m 
Wy) ‘through the wearisome Machine.’ 
a 


>2 





He broke off, and she fancied that he looked sad. She could not be sure, for the 
Machine did not transmit nuances of expression. It only gave a general idea of people 
-an idea that was good enough for all practical purposes. Vashti thought. The 
imponderable bloom, declared by a discredited philosophy to be the actual essence 
of intercourse, was rightly ignored by the Machine, just as the imponderable bloom 
of the grape was ignored by the manufacturers of artificial fruit. Something “good 
enough” had long since been accepted by our race. 
“The truth is,” he continued, “that | want to see these stars again. They are curious 
stars. | want to see them not from the airship, but from the surface of the earth, as 
our ancestors did, thousands of years ago. I want to visit the surface of the earth.” 
She was shocked again. 
“Mother, you must come, if only to explain to me what is the harm of visiting the 
surface of the earth.” A EN 
“No harm," she replied, controlling herself. “But no advantage. The surface of the |) N LAA f OD 
earth is only dust and mud, no life remains on it, and you would need a respirator, or A 
the cold of the outer air would kill you. One dies immediately in the outer air." 
"| know; of course I shall take all precautions." = 
"And besides -" 
"Well?" 
She considered, and chose her words with care. Her son had a queer temper; and 
she wished to dissuade him from the expedition. 
“It is contrary to the spirit of the age," she asserted. 


The wall swung apart slowly. Through the opening she saw a tunnel that curved 
slightly, so that its goal was not visible. Should she go to see her son, here was the 
beginning of the journey. 
Of course she knew all about it. She would summon a car and it would fly with her 

| down the tunnel until it reached the lift that communicated with the airship station: 
the system had been in use for many, many years, long before the universal 
establishment of the Machine. And of course she had studied the civilization that had 
immediately preceded her own - the civilization that had mistaken the functions of 
the system, and had used it for bringing people to things, instead of for bringing things 
to people. Those funny old days, when men went for change of air instead of changing 
the air in their rooms! And yet - she was frightened of the tunnel: she had not seen it 
since her last child was born. It curved - but not quite as she remembered; it was 
brilliant- but not quite as brilliant as a lecturer had suggested. Vashti was seized with 
the terrors of direct experience. 

= =—— 
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Of course it was perfectly easy. Тһе car approached and in it she found armchairs 
exactly like her own. When she signalled, it stopped, and she tottered into the lift. One 
other passenger was in the lift, the first fellow creature she had seen face to face for 
months. Few traveled in these days, for, thanks to the advance of science, the earth 
was exactly alike all over. Rapid intercourse, from which the previous civilization had 
hoped so much, had ended by defeating itself. What was the good of going to Pekin 
when it was just like Shrewsbury. Why return to Shrewsbury when it would be just like 
Pekin? Men seldom moved their bodies; all unrest was concentrated in the soul. 




















„ Bya vestibule, by a lift, by a tubular railway, by a platform, by a sliding door- 7 
ру reversing all the steps of her departure did Vashti arrive at her son's room, which, 
exactly resembled her own. She might well declare that the visit was superfiuous. 

/);The buttons, the knobs, the reading desk with the Book, the temperature, the V 
atmosphere, the illumination - all were exactly the same. And if Kuno himself, flesh 


of her flesh, stood close beside her at last, what profit was there іп that? She was too 
well-bred to shake him by the hand 


Averting her eyes, she spoke as follows 


|' “Here am. I have had the most terrible journey and greatly retarded the 
IN development of my soul. It is not worth it, Kuno, it is not worth it. My time is too 
precious. The sunlight almost touched me, and I have met with the rudest people 





You know that we have lost the sense of space. We say ‘space is annihilated,’ but Y 
we have annihilated not space but the sense thereof. We have lost a part of ourselves. | f 
ing up and down the platform of the 


There was a ladder, made of some primeval metal. The light from 
j| the railway fell upon its lower rungs, and I saw that it led straight 

|, upwards out of the rubble at the bottom of the shaft. Perhaps our 
ancestors ran up and down it a dozen times daily, in their building. 
As! climbed, the rough edges cut through my gloves so that my 
hands bled. The light helped me for a little, and then came darkness, 
and worse still, silence which pierced my ears like a sword. The 
Machine hums! Did you know that? Its hum penetrates our blood, 
and may even guide our thoughts. Who knows!" 


She told him to continue. 
"It was evening before I climbed the bank. The sun had very nearly slipped 
out of the sky by this time, and I could not get a good view. You, who have just 
crossed the Roof of the World, will not want to hear an account of the little 
hills that I saw - low colorless hills. But to me they were living and the turf that 
covered them was a skin, under which their muscles rippled, and I felt that 
¡those hills had called with incalculable force to men in the past, and that men 
had loved them. Now they sleep - perhaps forever: They commune with 
humanity in dreams. Happy the man, happy the woman, who awakes the hills 
of wessex. For though they sleep, they will never die.” 
À His voice rose passionately. 
(`` "Cannot you see, cannot all of you lecturers see, that it is we that are dying, 
/ and that down here the only thing that really lives is the Machine? We created 
ff. the Machine, to do our will, but we cannot make it do our will now. It has 
|, robbed us of the sense of space and of the sense of touch, it has blurred every 
human relation and narrowed down love to a carnal act, it has paralyzed our 
bodies and our wills, and now it compels us to worship it. The Machine 
develops - but not on our lines. The Machine proceeds - but not to our goal." 


} He was mad. Vashti departed, nor, in 
the troubles that followed, did she ever 
see his face again. 

UM 





The troubles began quietly, long 
efore she was conscious of them 


‘One day she was astonished at receiving a message from her 
| son. They never communicated, having nothing in common, 
and she had only heard indirectly that he was still alive, and 
had been transferred from the northern hemisphere, where he 
had behaved so mischievously, to the southern - indeed, to a 
room not far from her own 
“Does he want me to visit him?” she thought. “Never again, 
never. And | have not the time. 
No, it was madness of another kind. 
He refused to visualize his face upon the blue plate, and 
speaking out of the darkness with solemnity said: 
N "The Machine stops.” 
N N "What did you say?” 
HIN "The Machine is stopping, I know it, I know the signs.” 
She burst into a peal of laughter. He heard her and was angry, 
and they spoke no more. д 





AN it was served with increased efficiency and decreased intelligence. 
RN 
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They could not bear that this should be the end. Ere silence was completed their Hearts 
were opened, and they knew what had been important on earth. Man, the flower of 
all flesh, the noblest of all creatures visible, man who had once made god in his image, 
and had mirrored his strength on the constellations, beautiful naked man was dying, 
strangled in the garments that he had woven. Century after century had he toiled, and 
here was his reward. Truly the garment had seemed heavenly at first, shot with the colors ' 
of culture, sewn with the threads of self-denial. And heavenly it had been so long as it was (fl 
a garment and no more, so long as man could shed it at will and live by the essence that is | ) | 


for that they wept in chief; the centuries of wrong against the muscles and the nerves, 
and those five portals by which we can alone apprehend - glozing it over with talk of 
evolution, until the body was white pap, the home of ideas as colorless, last sloshy 
stirrings of a spirit that has grasped the stars. 
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WA “Where are you?" she sobbed. 
| His voice in the darkness said, "Here." 
“Is there any hope, Kuno?” 
“None for us.” 


// Ashe spoke, the whole city was broken like a honeycomb. An airship had sailed in 
through the vomitory into a ruined wharf. It crashed downwards, exploding as it went, 
rending gallery after gallery with its wings of steel. For a moment they saw the nations 
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The father of cryogenics likes his odds. We are about 
to enter a “golden age” of genetic engineering, he 
predicts, but Robert Ettinger is thinking more in terms 
of industrial design. Human beings, he says, are in 
need of a considerable upgrade, one prominent feature 
of which will be the *elimination of elimination." 


If, he reasons, “cleanliness is next to godliness, then a superman 
must be cleaner than a man.” In the future, our plumbing will 

be more hygienic and seemly. We will have the choice to consume 
zero-residue foods, with excess water all evaporating via the 
pores. Alternatively, modified organs may occasionally expel 
“small, dry, compact 
residues.” Ettinger has 
trouble with other orifi 
as well: one of his friends 

| pointed out to him that 
a “multi-purpose mouth” 
was “awkward and 
primitive” to the point 

of absurdity. “An alien 
would find it most 
remarkable that we had an 
organ combining the 
requirements of breathing, 
ingesting, tasting, chewing, 
biting, and on occasion 
fighting, helping to thread 
needles, yelling, whistling, 
lecturing, and grimacing. 
Surely we can do better. 
urely we can do 
better” might pass as the 
rallying cry for a new breed 
of engineers intent on 
human renovation - on 
transforming our software 
and hardware so we will 
perform ata higher level. 
And right at the start it needs to be said that though their ideas 
sound kooky, they are not kooks, at least not as measured by 
the standards of the world. They have venture capital. They 
have menageries filled with “improved” animals. They have 
real scientific credibility. 

James Watson, for instance. Watson has spent the spring 
celebrating the fiftieth anniversary of his co-discovery of the 
DNA double helix. He's spent the last half-century chairing 
commissions, running labs, accepting honors, hosting 
documentaries, advising leaders, And there’s no one more 
committed to the project of rationalizing human beings through 
technology. He’s called for full-tilt germline engineering of 
human embryos in order to raise IQs, citing the need to 
“cure what I feel is a very serious disease — that is, stupidity.” 
Ata meeting in Toronto last fall, he explained how genetic 


















































engineering should be used to eliminate shyness, hotheadedness 
and the chance that our children might turn out to be “cold fish.” 
No one “has the guts to say it,” he contends, but “if we could 
make better human beings by knowing how to add genes, why 
shouldn't we do it?” 








Ofcourse, plenty of 
people have the guts to 
y it. The recent literature 
of genetic engineering, 
robotics and artificial 
intelligence overflows with 
grandiose plans to supplant 
human beings with 
something “better.” Hans 
Moravee, the Carnegie 
Mellon Universit 
roboticist and bestselling 
author, for instance, once 
reflected on an Isaac 
Asimov short story about 
an android who wanted 
to become a real person. 
“That's а cute story,” he 
said. “But I read it and I 
thought, Why in hell do 
you want to become aman 
when you're something 
better to begin with? It's 
like a human being wanting 
to become an ape. ‘Gee, 
1 really wish I had more 
hair, that I stooped more, 
smelled worse, lived a shorter life span." 

Some people, admits міт professor and artificial intelligence 
pioneer Marvin Minsky, seem to like themselves just as they 
are. “Perhaps they are not selfish enough, or imaginative, ог 
ambitious,” he notes. As a species, we “seem to have reached a 
plateau in our intellectual development. There's no sign thai 
we're getting smarter . .. has any playwright in recent 
topped Shakespeare or Euripides? We have learned а lot in 2,000 
years, yet much ancient wisdom still seems sound, which makes 
me suspect that we haven't been making much progress.” 
Basically, he maintains, it’s a hardware problem: citing a Bell 
Labs study, he calculates that humans can only learn and 
remember about two bits per second. So even if you did nothing 
but learn 12 hoursa day for a hundred years the total would only 
be about three billion bits – less than what we can store today on 












































a regular five-inch compact disk. 

“There’s got to be a better way,” implore futurists Gregory 
Paul and Earl Cox in their book Beyond Humanity. “Why do 
we have only one heart, why not two in case one fails? Or two 
livers?” The pair argues that we evolved as a better breed of 
hunter-gatherer; as it turns out, we were also “marginally 
adapted” for high-level physics and novel-writing, just like 
archaeopteryx, the first dinosaur with wings, managed “barely 
adequate flight." But in essence we're a failure. Freeman Dyson, 
the eminent physicist and futurist, tells the story of the time his 
five-year-old first saw him naked. “Did God really make you 
like that?" she asked. “Couldn’t he have made you better?” 
The “only honest answer,” says Dyson, is “of course, yes.” 

This deep desire to remake the human animal is not new — 
it’s been a recurring sci-fi fantasy for generations. But the power 
to make it real is new. 
Within the past decade, 
genetic engineers have 
managed to reprogram 
mice, pigs, chimps and any 
number of other creatures. 
With their new DNA, they 
are smarter, more sociable 
(or less), less violent (or 
more). They can remember 
better, live longer, grow 
more muscle. And as our 
knowledge of the human 
genome has grown, we've 
come to realize that the 
same kind of tinkering is 
possible with human 
beings. We already know 
some of the stretches of 
DNA that can add IQ or 
pump up mood-improving 
serotonin. А few flimsy 
ethics guidelines prohibit 
the actual production of 
designer babies, but in the 
eyes of the technologists 
these are superstitions that 
soon will vanish as people come to recognize the power that we 
now possess, “What scientists and the public need to realize is 
how close human germline engineering may be,” writes Gregory 
Stock, director of UCLA's program in medicine, technology and 
society, and a passionate advocate of these new technologies. As 
New Scientist magazine put it recently, “Once barely considered 
a topic for polite conversation among even the most gung-ho of 
scientists, germline engineering of humans is becoming so much 
grist to the mill of scientists gossiping around the coffee pot.” 

Some of those scientists will say that they are interested in 
conquering rare genetic diseases, not redesigning humans. 

But most are quick to admit that there’s such a slippery slope it 
doesn’t make much sense to differentiate between repair and 
enhancement. (And most will also admit that other, less ominous 
technologies offer easier routes to combating illness.) No, it’s the 


























push for a “posthuman” species that drives their enthusiasm. 
Princeton geneticist Lee Silver, author of Remaking Eden, calls 
inevitable that before long there will be a new race of enhanced 
“GenRich” people, unable even to breed with the “naturals.” 
Moravec adds the kicker: “Biological species almost never 
survive encounters with superior species.” 

This intellectual fashion has very nearly reached a kind of 
tipping point, where by dint of repetition = especially repetition 
of the idea that it's all inevitable, that no one can stand in the way 
of such progress – much of the intuitive and visceral opposition 
has been cowed. In academia, a vaguely left-wing “cyborg chic" 
has won many converts to the idea that when people are turned 
into semi-robots, discrimination on the basis of race or gender 
will finally wither away. Right-wing libertarians insist no one 
should stand in the way of those who choose to engineer their 
offspring. And in 1998, 
the French writer Michel 
Houellebecq published 
The Elementary Particles, 
а runaway bestseller in 
his home country that 
chronicled the rise of a 
posthuman species that 
transcended mankind's 
tragic flaws. 

“There remain 
some humans of the old 
species,” he writes. 

“At present their extinction 
seems inevitable. Contrary 
to the doomsayers, this 
extinction is taking place 
peaceably, despite 
occasional acts of violence, 
which also continue 

to decline. It has been 
surprising to note the 
meekness, resignation, 
perhaps even secret relief. 
with which humans 

have consented to their 
own passing." 

If there’s a kind of high priest of this movement, it's probably 
a fellow named Max More. In early August of 1999, More 
stepped to the podium of California conference hall. (He'd 
been christened Max O'Connor, but chose his new name as a 
sign of his life commitment. “I was going to get better at 
everything, become smarter, fitter and healthier. It would be 
a constant reminder to keep moving forward.") 

He looked out over the audience of his fellow “Extropians,” 
gathered for their fourth convention. (He'd chosen that name to 
be the opposite of entropy — the tendency of natural systems to 
move from higher to lower levels of disorder. In some ways the 
Extropians were a marginal fringe of the most zealous techno- 
topians, but its board of directors included Marvin Minsky and 
the inventor Ray Kurzweil, and the keynote speakers at its very 
first conference, in 1994, were Hans Moravec and 

















nanotechnology pioneeer Eric Drexler. It was, in other words, 
a wired outfit, and had in fact appeared regularly and 
prominently in the pages of Wired magazine.) 

And then More delivered a talk entitled “The Ultrahuman 
Revolution: Amendments to the Human Constitution,” It took 
the form of a letter to Mother Nature, and began by offering 
brief thanks to her for “raising us from simple self-replicating 
chemicals to guadrillion-celled animals .... Truly we are grateful 
for what you have made us. You did the best you could.” 
(Indeed, More noted later, he was himself a stud, in the gym five 
days a week. “I can boast that I do 710 pounds on the leg press. 
No atrophied body here!”) He went on, however, to list the 
many ways in which nature has let us all down. “You have made 
us vulnerable to disease and damage. You compel us to age and 
die, just as we are beginning to acquire some wisdom . 
You held back on us by 
giving us a perceptual range 
less than that of other 
animals.” Asa result, 

More continued, 
amendments were overdue, 
“Over the coming decades 
we will pursue a series of 




















is inevitable because human beings inevitably move forward, 
expanding their powers. In 1492 Columbus sailed the ocean 
blue; in 1969 Neil Armstrong took “one giant leap for 
mankind;” and sometime very soon there will be a baby born 
with genetically improved hardware. By our nature we must 
crack the nucleus of the cell - from the human we jump to the 
ultrahuman and someday doubtless the doublesuperultrahuman. 
Like Columbus sailing west, we have only the vaguest notions 
of where we might be heading. An “unboosted human brain” 
could never have a real conversation with one of the coming 
immortals, writes novelist and futurist Damien Broderick, could 
never know “what vast issues” it was considering. Oh, we can 
guess at the wonders, just as Columbus anticipated spice and 
gold. One of Max More's colleagues, a Swedish philosopher 
named Nick Bostrom, took to the podium at the same Extropian 
conference to predict 
“orgasms and aesthetic 
contemplative pleasures 
whose blissfulness vastly 
exceeds what any human 
has yet experienced,” 
-- and “love that is stronger, 
purer, and more secure 
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"motivational patterns" 
through genetic 
engineering, and, 
eventually, figuring out. 
ways to integrate carbon 
with silicon and go beyond 
pure biology. 

“These amendments to 
our constitution," More 
concluded, “will move us 
from a human to an ultrahuman condition." According to the 
official record of the talk on the Extropy website, he sat down 
to "sustained applause." 

As well he should have, having expressed more succinctly than 
anyone before him the techno-zealot’s creed. He listed all its 
particulars. (And remember, to one extent or another, every item 
on his list has already been accomplished in the lab with other 
animals. We have worms living seven times as long, and mice 
running mazes twice as fast, and robot fish following commands 
from real fish brains. He's talking big, but not impossible.) Even 
more, though, he captured the basic dogma: that human beings 
simply must push on. Forget all the practical arguments about 
why this work is inevitable — the lure of big money, the cheapness 
of the equipment, the difficulties of surveilling every basement 
laboratory. At bottom, the advocates insist, the posthuman age 

















as from a dream and forget that 


there had ever been any other option. 


is the trajectory, the surge, 
the momentum. Forever 
upwards, forever more, 
forever restless. 

If all this sounds 
grandiose, it’s in fact just 
the opposite, The reason 
the techno-topians can 
talk so casually about the 
“posthuman” future is 
that they find nothing particularly significant about the human 
present. According to them, we don’t engage in this constant 
push forward because we're high-minded or passionate or 
special. We do it because we're not special at all. Because we 
literally have no choice. Nothing about us sets us apart from 
other organisms. Our bodies are “nothing more than bio- 
molecules interacting.” Our brains are “meat machines.” As 
Dr. Robert Haynes, president of the 16th International Congress 
of Genetics, told his organization, “What the ability to 
manipulate genes should indicate to people is the very deep 
extent to which we are biological machines . . . . It's no longer 
possible to live by the idea that there is something special, 
unique or even sacred about living organisms.” This is no 
small point. Provided you believe it, you can stop worrying 
about human meaning disappearing because it wasn’t really 
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there to begin with. 

The roboticist Rodney Brooks titled one chapter of his book 
on the fabulous future “We Are Not Special.” The goal of 
molecular biology, he writes, is to explain all the peculiarities 
and details of life in terms of molecular structures. “A central 
tenet of molecular biology is that that is all there is,” writes 
Brooks. Molecules interact with each other according to well- 
defined laws, combine in predictable ways, and produce, in our 
case, a body that acts according toa set of specifiable rules. 
“We are machines, as are our spouses, our children, and our 
dogs.” And now we are building machines that will match and 
surpass us. Resistance is futile. 





If we were, perhaps quixotically, to try to mount some resistance 
to this version of our future, we'd need to do a couple of things. 
One would be to stand up 
for the idea that humans 
аге pretty good just as we 
are that we aren't in any 
pressing need of tweaking 
and refining, that the 
changes we need to make 
in our societies to produce 
real justice are well within 
our unenhanced grasp. It's 
true that we can be selfish 
and stubborn, but 
thousands of years of art, 
of music, of sharing and 
learning and growing and 
aring about each other 
prove that we can be more 
than selfish and stubborn, 

The second principle 
we'd have to embrace 
would be, I think, that in 
at least one way we are 
special. What makes us 
special is that we can say 
no. We can restrain 
ourselves. We are special 
because we can set limits 
on our desires. 

This may not sound so crucial, but it is. Clearly there's a side 
of us that responds to all the wonders of the consumer culture — 
all the magical choices, right down to the choice of what we want 
our kids to be like, But there's another older, deeper part of our 
nature that responds to something else. There is that part of us 
that knows that less is more — that in not putting our own 
individual selves first we somehow become who we truly are. 
That's the testimony of our religious traditions back at least to 
the Buddha, and of all the art in our world that actually means 
something. It is those legacies, and our visceral sense of what we 
are at our best, that we will need to call on now. 

Because: if we cannot summon our ability for self-restraint, 
or if it proves too weak, then we will leave our specialness — our 
power to choose, or to not choose = behind us forever. Once we 
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start down the path of turning ourselves into machines, of 
writing ineradicable programs for our proteins, then there will 
be no way, and no reason, to turn back. We'll do what our 
programming indicates, never again sure how much choice we 
really have. We'll be like obsessive compulsives. For them, some 
accident of wiring or chemistry has overridden their ability to 
choose, caused them to behave repeatedly in some particular 
fashion that they usually realize does not reflect their true selves. 
They feel as if they have no choice. 

It won't be faulty wiring, though, that robs the engineered of 
their agency - it will be intentional programming. We'll do what 
we, or what our parents or other programmers, have decided we 
will do—we'll be brainy or brawny or pious. We may not feel sad 
(we won't necessarily have a longing to break free of our coding), 
but we'll live in a world where our specialness really has 
vanished. The tensions, 
in other words, between our 
limitless nature and our 
capacity for self-restraint 
will simply disappear. 

We'll be on the more track. 
If you're designed to be 
athletic, more speed and 
power will always be your 
choice, and your choice for 
your children, The tension 
between that athletic part of 
you and the other parts will 
simply disappear - you 
won't question yourself at 
mile 23 of the marathon. 

If you're designed for piety, 
the temptations of the world 
may barely arise. 

Because, of course, those 
tensions are inefficient. 

Ina rationalized world, 
they area burden. They 
keep us from being all one 
way, one thing, From 
specializing emotionally. 

The technologists argue 
that we can get where we're going, only faster solve more 
equations, write more intelligent essays, hit home runs that travel 
twice as far. But faster and farther aren't really the point of being 
human. Our inefficiency — that tension that tugs us in different 
directions —is what we call consciousness. It explains novel- 
writing and rock-climbing and church-going, and it explains 
both the difficulties and the glories of family and community 
and love. 

Machines don’t have that tension, and the other animals have 
replaced it with a kind of grace. But consciousness doesn’t make 
us better than robots and rhinoceroses. It just makes us different. 
It just makes us human. 








Bill McKibben's new book Enough: Staying Human in an 
Engineered Age, will be published this spring by Times Books. 
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the sort of world we're trying to create, the world we want to live in. 
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It is almost impossible to 
talk about free will without 
talking about insanity. Most 
of us are by now, of course, 
almost completely insane. 


Force is an expensive and inefficient way to exploit. 


This is as true on the grand social level as it is on the 
familial. From the perspective of those in power, 








it's more desirable to get those you exploit to 
participate in their own victimization. 

One way this can happen is through mystification, 
where an exploiter convinces victims that the violence 
is their fault. The abusive father, for example, might 
tell his children he would not have hit them had they 
sufficiently cleaned the dishes. This serves the 
function of causing the children to focus on cleaning 
the dishes instead of attending to the inexcusable 
violence of their father. Perhaps more importantly, 
it convinces them that if they can only be good 
enough at reading and responding to their abuser’s 
everchanging wants, they might not get beaten. 

The question as it relates to free will becomes: if they 
clean the dishes obsessively and perform every other 
obeisance, all without him beating them anymore, 
are they then doing these of their own free will? 

We can ask similar questions about the actions of 
black people facing the threat of lynching. If you 
are a poor black farmer, having seen your neighbor 
hanging long-necked from a bridge, if you give up 
your crops or farmland to white farmers, are you 
doing so of your own free will? 

In 1957 in Montgomery, Alabama, four Ku Klux 
Klan members kidnapped Willie Edwards, J 
beat him, took him to a bridge, and forced him at 
gunpoint to jump. Faced with the choice between 
certainly being shot and possibly surviving the fall, 
did Willie Edwards, Jr., jump of his own free will? 

Note that we've slid across some sort of boundary 
here, from victims convinced of their own culpability 
to the elimination of choice such that it actually 
becomes in the best interests of the victims to choose 
the lesser of two very great evils. They are now not 
merely convinced they should participate in their own 
victimization; they are forced to. 

There are extreme political ramifications to this 
reduction in choice, One of the most brilliant things 
the Nazis did was to co-opt rationality, and co-opt 
hope. They created circumstances such that at every 
step of the way it was in the Jews" rational best 
terests not to resist. Would you rather get an ID 
card, or resist and possibly get killed? Would you 
rather take a journey on a cattle car, or resist and 
possibly get killed? At each step, choices have been 
reduced such that the victims participate “of their 
own free will.” 

Lexperienced the process not long ago, with 
consequences much less severe. An airport security 
agent ran her fingers beneath the waistband of my 
pants. I asked what she was doing. 

She responded, “This is for your safety and the 
fety of others.” 

“You putting your hand inside my pants doesn’t 
make anyone safer,” I said. 

“Flying is a privilege, nota right. If you don't like 
it, stay home.” 
























































I began to disagree, and she motioned to a nearby | 
cop. I had a plane to catch, and so I had a choice: 

I could make a scene and possibly get arrested, or I 

could get the hell out of Austin, Texas. I got the hell 

out of Austin, Texas. 

But to choose, to really exercise free will, you must 
also have the opportunity to not choose. Willie 
Edwards, Jr., did not have the opportunity to not 
choose. Nor, for the most part, do most of us. Would 
you like to vote Republican or Democrat? (Note that 
not voting does not protect you from the 
outcomes of the vote.) Would you like to work for 
івм or Microsoft? Try leaving the wage economy and 
becoming a hunter-gatherer. Try, as a community, 
not allowing those in power to have access to = that 
is, exploit- your landbase, and then the rest of us can 
take bets on how long before the tanks roll in, and 
how long until it's you hanging long-necked from 
a bridge. 
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Before we move to the terminal stage of this process 
there's one other condition we need to talk about. 
One of the most common and necessary steps 
taken by an abuser in order to control a victim is 

to monopolize the victim's perception. This is one 
reason abusers cut off victims from family and 
friends: so that, in time, the victims will have no 
standard other than the abusers’ by which to judge 
the abusers’ worldviews and behavior. Behavior that 
would otherwise seem extraordinarily bizarre (How 
crazy is it to rape one’s own child? How crazy is it to 
toxify the air you breathe?) can then become, in the 
vietim's mind (and even more sadly, heart), 
normalized. No outside influence must be allowed 
to break the spell. If the abuser is able to mediate all 
information that reaches the victim, the victim will 
no longer be able to conceptualize that there is any 
other way to be. At this point the abuser will have 
achieved more or less total control. 

This is, of course, the point we have reached as 
aculture. Civilization has achieved a completely 
unprecedented and nearly perfect monopolization 
of our perception, at least for those of us in the 
industrialized world, Nearly all of our sensory input 
is mediated by our fellow civilized. I'm typing these 
words sitting in a manufactured chair staring at a 
manufactured computer screen, listening to the hum 
ofa manufactured computer fan. To my left are 
manufactured shelves of manufactured books, 
written by human beings = civilized, literate human 
beings, who write in English. (Languages, many of 
them indigenous, are being destroyed as quickly as 
all other forms of diversity, and to as disastrous an 
effect.) To my right a window leads to the darkened 
outside and reflects back to me my uncombed dark 
hair surrounding the blur of my own face. I'm 
wearing mass-produced clothes, and mass-produced 
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slippers. I do, however, have а cat on my lap. 
All sensory inputs save the cat originate in civilized 
humans, and even the cat is domesticated. 

Stop. Think about it. Every sensation I have 
comes from one source: civilization. When you finish 
this paragraph, put down the magazine for a few 
moments and check out your own surroundings. 
What can you see, hear, smell, feel, taste that does not 
originate in or is mediated by civilized human beings? 
Frogs singing on a Sounds of Nature CD don’t count. 

This is all very strange. Stranger still -and 
extraordinarily revealing of the degree to which 
we've not only accepted this artificially imposed 
isolation, but have actually turned our insanity into 
a perceived good- is the way we've made a fetish and 
religion (and science, for that matter, and business) 
of attempting to define ourselves as separate from — 
even in opposition to the rest of nature. Civilization 
isolates all of us, ideologically and physically, from 
the source of all life. We do not believe trees have 
anything to say to us, nor stars, nor coyotes, nor even 
our dreams. We have been convinced that the world 
is silent save for civilized humans. 





Try this: take a moment and attempt to conceptualize 
non-ownership of land. That is, an end, abrupt or 
otherwise, to the right ofa few to force other people 
to pay for the right to actually exist on the planet 

(it’s called rent). Having been fully enculturated, 
perhaps you cannot even imagine non-ownership of 
land, or see how the power to control access to land 

is maintained through a combination of social 
convention and force. You may, if you are a member 
of the police or military, or just a good citizen, kill to 
protect the right of land ownership, even to your own 
detriment. This is how it can also begin to make sense 
that those in power have the right to toxify the planet. 
If you've been sufficiently enculturated, you may 
refuse to recognize that there has ever been any other 
way to be, and you may, once again, oppose those 
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who oppose this toxification. This is how we can 
come to believe that production is more important 
than human or nonhuman life. 

You can list your favorite delusion. 

Free will at this point becomes almost meaningless, 
because by now the victims participate of their own 
free will — having long-since lost touch with what free 
will might be. Indeed, they can be said to no longer 
have any meaningful will at all. Their will has been 
broken. Of course, That's the point. Now they are 
workers. They are productive members of this great 
and benevolent structure of civilization that brings 
good to all it touches. They are happy, even if this 
happiness requires routine chemical assistance. 
There is no longer any need for force, because the 
people have been fully metabolized into the system, 
have become self-regulating, self-policing. 

Welcome to the end of the world. 

Fortunately, however, there still exist people — 
mainly the poor, people from non-industrialized 
nations, and the indigenous - who still have primary 
connections to the physical world. And fortunately, 
also, the physical world still exists, and all of us can at 
the very least reach out to touch trees still standing in 
steel and concrete cages, we сап see plants poking up 
through sidewalks, breaking cement barriers that 
don’t quite keep them from feeling the sun. I would 
hope we can learn from these plants and ourselves 
break through our barriers, I would hope we can see 
or feel our way to remembering what it means to be a 
free human being - we certainly must remember 
deep, deep in our flesh and bones and organs = and to 
remember the joy that can come from standing on our 
own hind legs, from saying No! I do not know if free 
will can be entirely eradicated. I do know that it 
remains in some of us, as crazy as the system makes 
usall, as much as we have come to tolerate. 
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“Man to my mind із about the nastiest, 
most destructive of all the animals, 

I don’t see any reason, if he can evolve 
machines that can have more fun than 
he himself can, why they shouldn't 
take over, enslave us, quite happily 
They might have a lot more fun. Invent 
better games than we ever did.” 


Macer McCulloch 




















happento international conflict, when other, hostile societies 
ut not fully human either? 





> whatis going to 
are not only culturally different bi 
“амны, іы. There will be a social divide between the enhanced and the unenhanced, and in the X da 
A situation that will emerge, it will be difficult not to join in this genetic arms race. Genetic 
differentiation will become a cornerstone of international politics. It will only take one 

nation to charge ahead with self-enhancement and then every other nation will be 
challenged to follow suit. 
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